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7 T is very head: that the Letters of Abelart 
and Heloiſe have not ſooner appeared in Engliſh, 
fince it is generally allowed by all who have ſeen them 
in other Languages, that they are written with the 
greateſt Paſfion of any in this Kind aubich are extant. 
And it is certain, that the Letters from a Nun to a 
Cavalier “, awhich have / long ren known and ads 
mired among us, are in all Rejperts inferior to thene. 
Whatever thoſe were, theſe are known to be genuine 
Piecet, occaſioned by an Amour which had very extraor= 


Time when it happened, being betworg 2 75 rhe 158 
. #iftinguiſhed Perſons of that Age, © 

Theſe Letters therefore being truly i b the 
Perſons themſelves, whoſe Nantes they bear, "and who 


dinary Conſequentet, and madr a great Naiſe at the 


avere both remarkable for their Genius and Learning, 


as well as by a moft extravagant Paſſion for tach other, 
are every where full of Sentiments of the Heart, (which 
are not to be imitated in a frigned Story) and Touches 
of Nature much more moving thas any which could 
flow from the Pen of a Writer of Novels, or enter into 


the Imagination of any 2 


tions and Bite. e 


Thy were originally <vritten in Latin, and are, a, 
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tant in a Collection of the Works of Abelard, printed 
at Paris in the Year 1616. With what Elegance and © 
Beauty of Stile they were written in that Language, 
will ſufficiently appear to the learned Reader, even by 

theſe few Citations which are ſet.at the Bottom of the 
Page in ſome Places of the following Hiſtory. But the 
Book here mentioned conſiſting chiefly of School Divinity, 
and of the Learning of thoſe Times, and therefore being 
rarely to be met with but in publick Libraries, and in 
the Hands of ſome learned Men, the Letters of Abelard 
and Heloiſe are much more known by a Tranſlation, 
or rather Paraphraſe of them in French, fir/t publiſh- 
od at the Hague in 1693, and quhich afterwards. re- 
ceived ſeveral other more complete Editions. This Tranſ- 
lation is much applauded, but who was the Author of 
it is not certainly known. Monſieur Bayle ſays, be had 
Been informed it was done by a Woman ; and perhaps 
he thought no one befides could have entered ſo tho- 
roughly into the Paſſion and Tenderneſs of ſuch Writings, 
for which that Sex ſeems to have a more natural Di/- 
poſition than the other. This may be judged by the Let- 
ters themſelves, among rwhich thoſe of Heloiſe are the 
| moſt tender and moving, and the Maſter ſeems in this 
Particular to have been excelled by the Schalar. 
In ſome of the later Editions in French, there has 

Seen prefixed to the Letters an Hiftorical Account of | 

Abelard and Heloiſe ; zhis is chiefly emtrafted from 
the Preface of the Editor of Abelard*s Works in Latin, 
and from the Critical Dictionary of Monſieur Bayle *, 
* has 22. together, under feveral Enkele, all the. 
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PRINT ACE 
Particulars he was able to collect concerning theſe taus 
noa, Perſons : And though the firft Letter of Abelard 
to Philintus, in which he relates his own Story, may 
ſeem to have rendered this Account in part unneceſſary 3 
yet the Reader will not be diſpltaſed to ſee the T hread of 
the Relation intire, and continued to the Death of the 
Perſons whoſe R bad made their Lives fo very 
remarkable. 

It is indeed impoſible to be ans at the farpriz- 
ing and multiplied Aflidtions and Perſecutions which 
befel a Man of Abelard's fine Genius, when we ſee 
them ſo feelingly deſcribed by his own Hand. Many of 
theſe au owing to the Malice of ſuch at were his 
Enemies. on the Account of his ſuperior Tearning and 
Merit ; yet the great Calamities of his Life took their 4 
Ei from bis unhappy Indulgence of a criminal Paſſion, -— 
a giving himſelf a Looſe to unrwarrantable Pleaſures. * 
ä Aſter this he was perpetually involved in Sorrow an | 
| Diftreſe, and in vain ſaught for Eaſe and Quiet in @ 
| Monaftick Life. T. be Letters between him and his be- 
loved Heloife were not written till long after 1 their Mar- 
riage and Separation, and when each of them wax. der, 
dicated to a Life of Relifion. Accordingly wwe fd in 

them ſurprizing Mixtures of Devotion and T enderneſs, of 
; Penitence and remaining Frailty, and a lively Pidure 
7 of Human Nature in its Contrarieties of Paſfien ad;” 
; Reafon, its forage and i its . CO 
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Prres 45 114K was boin in the Village 4 
of Palais, in Britany, He lived in the twelfth © 


Century, in the Reigns of Lewis the Groſs, and 
Lewis the Young. His Father's Name was Beranger, © 


a Gentleman of a conſiderable and wealthy Family: 
He took Care to give his Children a liberal a : 


pious Educatioh ; eſpecially his eldeſt Son Peter,” 


on whom be endeavoured to beſtow alt poſkble» -/ Le 


Improvements, becauſe there appeared in him an 


extraordinary Vivacity of Wit, joined with Sweets!) 
neſs'of — Te; pad NN Preſages of 
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The HisTory of 


When he had made ſome Advancement in Learns 
ing, he grew ſo fond of his Books, that, leſt Affairs 
of the World might interrupt his Proficiency” in 
them, he quitted his Birthright to his younger Bro- 
ther, and applied himſelf entirely to the Studies of 
Philoſophy and Divinity. 

Of all the Sciences to which he applied himſelf, 
that which pleaſed him moſt, and in which he made 
the greateſt Progreſs, was Logick. He had a very ſub- 
tle Wit, and was inceſſantly whetting it by Diſpates, 
out of a reſtleſs Ambition to be a "Maſter of his Wea- 
Pons. So that in a ſhort Time he gained the Repu- 
tation of the greateſt Philoſopher of his Age; and 
has always been eſteemed the Founder of an es 

„call the Learning of the Sehoolmen. 

: He fnifhdd hib Studies at Paris, where FIR: 8 
was then in a very flouriſhing Condition. In this 
City he found that famous Profeſſor of Philoſophy, 

Villa des Champeauzx, and ſoon became his favou- 

kite Scholar; but this did not laſt long. The Pro- 


fefſqxwas ſo herd put ta it, ro anſwer the ſybgle Q 
"a je ions 0 of | his new. Scholar, that ie grey prealy-with. 
*”.*  hims. The Schog! ſepn run into, Fertige, The 2 
See, (tranſported. with Enyy ora; 16 . 
ſesonces their Maſter' s. Reſen 3 7 
ed oply.to.encxeale.the young 
wo new thought himſelf RE 2 5 
up n. School of his r For. this Þ 
am adxan tagegus Rer. e e e . 
Melur, tex. Leagues from Pœris, w 
Caurt reſided At. chßt Time, E W. did ME, | 
that he could to hinder the og F 4 Schr 
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Abelard ; in ſhort, ſo: many Enemies wen rien 
* him, that he was a 


ors 
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ABELARD awd HELOIS E. 3 
but ſome of the great Courtiers being his Enemies, 
the Oppoſition he made to it only proud the. De- 
ſign of his Rival. 

The Reputation of this new Profeſſor made a mar- 
vellous Progreſs, and eclipſed that of Champrauxe 
Theſe. Succeſſes ſwelled Abelard ſo much, that he 
removed his School to Corbeil, in order to engage 
his Enemy the cloſer in more frequent Diſputations. 
But his exceflive Application to Study brought 
upon him a long and dangerous Sickneſs, which 
conſtrained him to return to his native Air. | 

After he had ſpent two Years in his own Coun- 
try, he made a ſecond Adventure to Paris, where 
he found that his old Antagoniſt Champezux had 
reſigned his Chair to another, and was retired into 
a Convent of Canone Regular, among whom he 


continued his Lectures. Abelard attacked him 


with ſuch Fury, that he quickly forced him to re- 
nounce his Tenets. Whereupon the poor Monk 


became ſo deſpicable, and his Antaponiſt in ſunmn - 4 
great Eſteem, that no- Body went to the Lectuœcs 
of Champenav, and the very Man who ſucese det 
him in his Profeſſorſſiip, liſted under Abtlard, und 9 


became his Scholar. r, 
He was ſcarce fixed in his Chair, beforvhefolad NIE 

himſelf 'expoſed- more than ever to the Strokes of 

the moſt cruel Envy. Endeavours were uſed to do 


him Hb Offees by all thoſe who were any ways dif. 


affected to him; another Profeſſor was put into hin 
Place who had thobght it his Duty toꝭ ſubmĩt to 
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The HISTORY of 
Paris to Melun, and there revive his Logick Lec- 
tures. But this held not long ; for hearing that 
Champeaux with all his Infantry was retired into a 
Country Village, he came .and poſted himſelf on 
Mount St. Genevieve, where he erected a new 
School, like a kind of Battery againſt him whom: 
Champeaux had left to teach in Paris. 

Champeaux underſtanding that his Subſtitute was 
thus beſieged in his School, brought the Regular 
Canons back again to their Monaſtery, But this, 
inſtead of relieving his Friend, cauſed all his 
Scholars to deſert him. At which the poor Phi- 
loſopher was ſo mortified, that he followed the 
Example of his Patron Champeaux, and turned 
Monk too. 

- The Diſpute now lay wholly between Abelard 
ani Champeaux, who renewed it with great Warmth 
on both Sides: but the Senior had not the beſt on't. 
While it was depending, Abelard was obliged to 
viſit his Father and Mother, who, according to the 
Faſhion of thoſe Times, had reſolved to forſake the 
World, and retire into Convents, in order to de- 
vote themſelves more ſeriouſly to the Care of theke 
Salvation. 

_ 7 -Havirig aſſiſted at the Admiſion of his Parents 
into their reſpective Monaſteries, and received 
their Bleſſing, he returned to Paris, where, during 
his, Abſence, his Rival had been promoted to the 
Biſhoprick of Cbaloat. And now being in a Con- 
dition to quit his School without any Suſpicion of 

flying from his Enemy, he reſolved to * Font: 
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ABELARD A HELOISE. 
To this End he removed to Laon, where one An- 
ſelm read Divinity-Lectures with good Reputation. 


But Abelard was ſo little ſatisfied with the old Man's 


Abilities, who, as he ſays, had a very mean Ge- 
nius, and a great Fluency of Words without Senſe, 
that he took a Reſolution for the future, to hear no 
other Maſter than the Holy Scriptures. A good 
Reſolution ! If a Man take .the Spirit of God for 
his Guide, and be more concerned to diſtinguiſh 
Truth from Falſhood, than to confirm himſelf in 
thoſe Principles into which his own-Fancy or Com- 
plexion, or the Prejudices of his Birth and . 
tion have inſenſibly led him. ö 

Abelard, together with the Holy Seri tures; 
read the ancient Fathers and Doctors of the Church; 
in which he ſpent whole Days and Nights, and 


profited ſo well, that inſtead of returning to Auſelm's 


Lectures, he took up the ſame Employment, and 
began to expound the Prophet Zze4i«/ to ſome of 


his Fellow-Pupils: He performed this Part fo « 
agreeably, and in ſo eaſy a , that he 06, — 5 4 


got a Crowd of Auditors. f 
The jealous : An/e/m could not bear ba 2 


quickly found Means to get the new Lecturer 


filenced. | Upon this Abelerd removed to Paris 
once more, where he proceeded. with his. publick 
Expoſition on Ezekiel, and ſoon acquired the ſame 
em- for his Divinity, he had 2 al 


; ſo Mas if ha has — 


188 he might have grown rich wach Baß; . wo E . 
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hort Time. And happy had it been for him, if, 
among all the Enemies his Learning expoſed him 
to, he had guarded his Heart againſt the Oharms 
of Love. But alas! the greateſt Doctors are not 
always the wiſeſt Men; as appears from Examples 
in every Age; but from none more remarkable 
than that of this learned Man, whoſe Story I am 
now going to tell yau. 

Abelard, beſides his uncommon Merit as a Scho- 
lar, had all the Accompliſhments of a Gentleman. 
He had a Greatneſs of Soul which nothing could 
Mock, his Paſſions were delicate, his Judgment 
ſolid, and his Taſte exquiſite. He was of a 
graceful Perſon, and carried himſelf with the Air 
of a Man of<Quality. His Converſation was 
ſweet, complaiſant, eaſy, and Gentleman-like, 

It ſeemed as tho? Nature had deſigyed him for a 
more elevated Employment than that of. teaching 
the Sciences. He lobked upon Riches and Gran- 
deur with Contempt, aud had no higher Ambition 
than to make his Name famous among learned 

| Men, and to be reputed the greateſt Doctor of his 

Age: but he had human'Frailty, and all his Phi- 
lloſophy could not guard him from the Attacks of 
Love. For ſome Time indeed, he had defended 
himſelf againſt chis Paſſion pretty well, when the 
Temptation was but ſlight: but upon la more 2inti- 
mate Familiarity with agreeable Objects, he found 

bis Reaſon fail him: Vet, in reſpect to his Wiſdom, $ 
be thought of compounding the Matter, and ber 
folved at firſt, that Love and Philoſophy ſhould 
WN in the dame Brea. He ares" 
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 ABELARD , 15 


Ii 


b a great l Ruiner of af Regen, and that when i ir! 
once got a Share in a Heart, it is eaſy to roles 1tfelf 
of the Whole. | 


He was now in the Seven or Eight and Tales | 
tieth Year of his Age, when he thou. ght bimſelf 


compleatly bappy 1 in all N that he 


wanted a Miſtreſs. He conſidered thexefore of 


making a Choice, but ſuch an one as might he 
"moſt ſuitable to bis Notions, and the Bel gu he 
had of paſfing agreeably thoſe Hours he did not 
1 in his Study. ok 


e had ſeveral Far lies in 


* — . * 


Lover, he \ was not. oy r-hafly in — his 
Choice. He was not of a Humour to be pleaſed 
with the Wanton or Forward; be ſcorned caly - 


Pleafures, and ought to encounter with Difficulties 


and Impediments, that he wight conquer, with the 

er Glory, In ſhort, he had not yet ſeen the 
oman he was to love. yo 

| Not far from the Place = Abelard 1 re his 

Ledtures lived one Doctor Fulbert, a Canon of the 


41 


Church of Notre Dame. This Canon had a Niece 
named Helaiſe in his Houſe, whom he educated 
eg great Care and ASM 


OY Some Writers 
B 4 yp, 2 Y 


a. * 
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„ The HisTo0RY. of | 
Tay e, that ſhe was the good Man's LES Daugh- 
ter; "bit that, to prevent a public Scandal, he 

gave out that ſhe was his Niece, by his Siſter, who 
upon her Death-bed had charged him with her 

Education. But though it was well known in thoſe 

Times, as well as fince, that the Niece of an Ec- 
cleſiaſtick is ſometimes more nearly related to him, 

yet of this Damſel's Birth and Parentage we have 

nothing very certain, There is Reaſon, to think, 
from one of her Letters to Abelard, that ſhe came 
of a mean Family ; for ſhe owns that great Honour 
was done to her Side by this Alliance, and that he 
had married much below himſelf. So that what 

Francis d Amboiſe ſays, that ſhe was of the Name 
and Family of Montmorency, has no Manner of 
Foundation. It is very probable ſhe was really and 
truly Fulbert's Niece, as he affirmed her to be. 
Whatever ſhe was for Birth, ſhe' was a very engag- 
ing Woman; and if ſhe was not a perfect Beauty, 
the appeared ſach at leaſt in Abelard's Eyes. Her 
Perſon was well proportioned, her Features regular, 

her Eyes ſparkling, her Lips Vermilion and well- 
formed, her Complexion animated, her Air fine, 

| and her Aſpect ſweet and agreeable, She had a 
eſurprizing Quickneſs of Wit, an incredible. Me- 
mory, and a conſiderable Share of Learning, joined 
with Humility ; and all theſe Accompliſhments were 
anended with ſomething ſo graceful and moving, 


that 
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ABELARD ard HELOISE. 9g 


that it was impoſſible for thoſe who kept her Com- 


pany not to be in love with her. 

As ſoon as Abelard had ſeen her and converſed 
with her, the Charms of her Wit and Beauty made 
ſuch an Impreſſion upon his Heart, that he pre- 
ſently conceived a moſt violent Paſſion for her, and 
reſalved to make it his whole Endeavour to win her 
Aion And now he that formerly quitted his 


Patfimony to purſue his Studies, laid aſide all other 
| Engagements to attend his new Paſſion, 

In vain did Philoſophy and Reaſon importune 
him to return; he was deaf to their Call, and 


thought of nothing but how to enjoy the Sight and 
Company of his dear Helvi/ſe. And he ſoon, met 
with the luckieſt Opportunity in the World. Fol- 


bert, who had the greateſt Affection imaginable far 


his Niece, finding her to have a good Share of 


natural Wit, and a particular Genius for Learns ' 
ing, thought himſelf obliged to improve the Ta- 
lents which Nature had fo liberally beſtowed on 


her. He had already put her to learn ſeveral 


Languages, which ſhe quickly came to underſtand 
ſo well, 'that her Fame began to ſpread itſelf 


abroad, and the Wit and Learning of Heloiſe was 
every where diſcourſed of. And tho' her Uncle 
for his own Share was no great Scholar, he, gs 
very ſolicitous that his Niece ſhould have all 


ble Improvements, He was willing therefors. ne 
ſhould have Maſters to inſtruR her in what the had + 

a Mind to learn, but he loved his Money; and this = 
kept him from providing for her Education ſ my 20 
as {te geared, \ 
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10 The HrisTor'r of 85 
Azelard, who knew Heloiſe's Inelinations, ind the 


Temper "of her Uncle, thought this an Opportu- 


nity favourable to his Deſign, He ' was already 
well acquainted with Fulbert, as being his Brother 
"Canon in the fame Church; and he gbſerved how 
fond the other was of his F riendihip, and what an 
Honour he eſteemed it to be intimate with a Perſon 


of his Reputation. He therefore told him one 


Day in Familiarity, that he was at a Loſs for ſome 
Houſe to board in; and if you could find Room for 
me, faid he, in your's, I leave it to you to name 
the Terms, 

The good Man immediately conſidering, that 
by this Means he ſhould provide an able Maſter for 
"his Niece, who inſtead of taking Money of him, 
offered to pay him well for his Board, embraced 
ni Propoſal with all the Joy imaginable, gave him 

a thouſand Careſſes, and deſired he would confider 
kim for the future as one ambitious of ths lun 
1 with him. 

What an unſpeakable Joy was 6s to 8 amo- 
"yous Abelard“ to conſider that he was going to 
tive with her, who was the only Object of his 
Deſires! that he ſhould have the Opportunity of 
Teeing and converſing with her every Day, and 
of acquainting her with his Paſſion! However 
be concealed his Joy at preſent, leſt he ſhould 
make his Intentions ſuſpected. We told you 
before how liberal Nature had been t to our Lover, 


in making his Perſon every Way a agreeable ; ; 10 


that he Ratiered himſelf that it was almoſt "Fo | 
ably 
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ABELARD ad HELO ISE. 11 
fible“ that any Woman ſhould reject his Addfeſſes. 
Perhaps he was miſtaken: the Sex has Variety of 
Humours. However, conſider him as à Philofo-- 
pher who had hitherto lived in ſtrict Chaſtity T, tis 
certainly reaſon2d well in the Buſineſs of Love, 
when he concluded that Heloiſe would be an euer 
Conqueſt to him than others, becauſe her Learning 


e gave him an Opportunity of eſtabliſhing a Cor- 

e reſpondence by Letters, in which he might diſcover 

Ir his Paſſion with greater Freedom, than he durſt pre- 

E ſume to uſe in Converſation. MY 
| Some time after the Canon had taken Abelard - 

it into his Houſe, as they were diſcourfing one Day 

Ir about Things ſomewhat above Fulbert's Capacity, 


the latter turned the [Diſcourſe inſenſibly to the | 
good Qualities of his Niece ; he informed 4belard -,-- 
of the Excellency of her Wit, and how ſtrong a 
Propenſity ſhe had to improve in Learning ; and 
-withal made it his earneſt Requeſt, that he would 
take the Pains to inſtruct her. Abelard pretendet | 
to be ſurprized at a Propoſal of this Nature. He 
.told him that Learning was not the proper Bufines _ 5 
of Women; that ſuch Inelinations in them halt 
more of Humour or Curioſity, than a ſolid Deſire 225 5 
of Knowledge; and could hardly paſs, among ei- : 
* the Learned or Ignorant, without ee 
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Tann quippe 8 func nominis eram et juventutis et ferma-grats 
preeminibam, ut quamcungue ferminarum * dignarer _ wo 
nullim wererer repulſam. 1 Epiſt. Abel. p. 7 
* ho Freng libidini cyl laxare, qui ditea Soap 3 5 


8 The HIs TOR of * 
upon them the Imputation of Conceit and Affecta- 
tion. Fulbert anſwered, that this was very true of 
Women of common Capacities ; but he hoped when 
he had diſcourſed with his Niece, and found what 
Progreſs ſhe had made already, and what a Capa- 
city ſhe had for Learning, he would be of another 
Opinion. Abelard aſſured him, he was ready to do 
all he could for her Improvement, and if ſhe was 
not like other Women, who hate to learn any 
thing beyond their Needle, he would ſpare for no 
Pains to make Heloiſe anſwer the 8 which her 
Uncle had conceived of her. 

The Canon was tranſported with Fl Civility of 
the young Doctor; he returned him Thanks, and 
. proteſted he could not do him a more acceptable 
Service than to aſſiſt his Niece in her Endeavours to 
learn; he therefore entreated him once more, to 
ſet apart ſome of his Time, which he did not em- 
ploy in publick, for this Purpoſe: And (as if he 
had known his deſigned Intrigue, and was willing 
to promote it) he committed her entirely to his 
Care, and begged of him to treat her with the Au- 
thority of a Maſter, not only. to chide her, but 
even to correct her whenever ſhe was guilty of any 
Neglect or Diſobedience to his Commands. | 

Fulbert, in this, ſhewed a Simplicity without EX. 
ample ; but the Affection which he had for his 
Niece was ſo blind, and Abelard had fo well eſta- 
bliſhed his Reputation for Wiſdom, that the Uncle 
never ſcrupled in the leaſt to truſt them together, 
and thought he had all the Security in the World 


for their Virtue, Abelard, you may be ——— 
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ABE LARD and H ELOIS E. 17 
uſe of the Freedom which was given him. He ſaw 
his beautiful Creature every Hour, he ſet her Leſ- 
ſons every Day, and was extremely pleaſed to ſee 
what Proficiency ſhe made. Heloiſe, for her Part, 
was ſo taken with her Maſter, that ſhe liked nothing 
ſo well as what ſhe learned from him; and the Maſ- 
ter was charmed with that Quickneſs of Apprehen- 
ſion, with which his Scholar learned the moſt diffi- 
cult Leſſons. But he did not intend to ſtop here, 
He knew ſo well how to inſinuate into the Affec- 
tions of this young Perſon, he gave her ſuch plain 
Intimations of what was in his Heart, and oke fo 
agreeably of the. Paſſion, which he had conceived 


for her, that he had the Satisfaction of ſeeing him- 


ſelf well underſtood. It is no difficult Matter te 
make a Girl of Eighteen in love. And Abelard, 


having ſo much Wit and agreeable Humour, maſk 


needs make a much greater Progreſs in her Aﬀec« 


tions, than ſhe did in the Leſſons which he taught 


her. So that in a ſhort Time ſhe fell ſo much in love 
with him, chat ſhe could deny him nothing. 


Fulbert had a Country Houſe at Corbei/, to which 


the Lovers often reſorted, under Pretence of 


plying themſelves more cloſely to their Studies: 


There they converſed freely, and gave themſelves 
up entirely to the Pleaſures of a mutual Paſſion. 
They took Advantage of that Privacy which Study 
and Contemplation require, without ſubjecting 


themſelves to the Cenſure of thoſe who obſerved it. # 
In this Retirement, Abelard owns that more 
Time was emplayed'! in ſoft Careſſes, than in Le- 


tures of n Sometimes he pretended ta 
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uſe the Severity of a Maſter ; and the better 2455 
ceive ſuch as might be Spies upon them, he ex- 
claimed againſt Heloiſe, and reproached her for her 
Negligence. But how different were bis Menaces 
from thoſe which are inf; pired by Anger! 


Never did two Lovers give a greater Looſe to 


their Delights than did theſe Two for five or fix 
Months; they lived in all the Endearments which 
could enter into the Heart of young Beginners, 
This is Abelard's own Account of the Matter. He 
compares.himſelf to ſuch as have been long kept in 
a ſtarving Condition, and at laſt are brought to a 
Feaſt, A grave and ſtudious Man exceeds a Debau- 
chi in his Enjoyments of a Woman whom he loves, 
and of whom he is paſſionately beloved. 

Abelard being thus enchanted with the Careſſes 


of his Miſtreſs, neglected all his ſerious and ĩmpor- 
tant Affairs. His Performances in publick were 


wretched. His Scholars perceived it, and ſoon 
gueſſed the Reaſon, His Head was turned to no- 


ting but amorous Verſes, His School was his 


Averſion, and he ſpent as little Time in it as he 
could.” As for his Lectures, they were commonly 
the old ones ſerved up again. The Night was 


wholly loſt from his Studies; and his Leiſure was 


employed in writing Songs, which were diſperſed 
and ſung in divers Provinces of France many Years 


after. In ſhort, -our Lovers, who were- in their 
own Opinion the happieſt Pair in the World, kept 
ſolittle Guard, that their Amours were every wherg 


talked of, and all the World ſaw plainly that the 
Sciences were not always the Subject of theit Con 
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verſation. Only boneft Fulbert, under whoſe Noſe. 
all this was done, was the laſt Man that heard any 
thing of it : He wanted Eyes to ſee that which was 
viſible to all the World; and if any Body went about 
to tell him of i it, he was prepoſſeſſed with ſo good 
an Opinion of his Niece and her Maſter, that he 
would believe nothing againſt them. 9 
But at laſt ſo many Diſcoveries were daily made 
to him, that he could not help believing ſome- 
thing ; - he therefore reſolved to ſeparate them, 
and by that Means prevent the ill Conſequences 
of their too great Familiarity: Howeyer he thought 
it beſt. to convict them, himſelf, before he 
proceeded further; and therefore watched them 
ſo cloſely that he had one Day an Opportunity of - 
receiving. ocular Satisfaction that the Reports he 
had heard were true. In ſhort, he ſurprized them 
together, And though he was naturally chole- 
rick, yet he appeared ſo moderate on this Occaſion 
as to leave them under diſmal Apprehenſions o 
ſomething worſe to come after. The Reſplt "ws 
that they muſt be. parted, . | 
Who can expreſs the Torment our Leyen tels 
upon this Separation! however 1t ſerved only to 
unite their Hearts more firmly ; they were but the 
more eager to ſee one another, Difficulties en- 
creaſed their Deſires, and put them upon any At- 
tempts, without regarding what might be the Con- 
ſequence. Abelard, finding it impoſſible to live 
without his dear Helojſe, endeavoured to ſettle a 
e with her by her Maid Agaton, Who 


P 


Was. a angſome brown Girl, * 79 = key 


Wade * Tx 
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- | Likely enough to have pleas'd a Man who was. ug. 


anſwering a Word, But a rejected Woman is 2 


ged. Fulbert thought it was Time to look about 


| Cords. This Project ſucceeded, and brought 


ſhort Interview, Heleiſe, who had found Tome more 


16 "7 "os R r of 


otherwiſe engaged. But what a Surprize was it to 
our Doctor, to find this Girl refuſe his Money, 
and in Recompence of the Services ſhe was ta do 
him with her Miſtreſs, demanded no leſs a Reward 
than his Heart, and making him at once a plain 
Declaration. of Love! Abelard, who could love 
none but Heloiſe, turned from her abruptly, without 


dangerous Creature, Agaton knew well how to 
revenge the Affront put upon her, and failed not 
to acquaint Fulbert with Abelard's Offers to her, 
without ſaying a Word how ſhe had been diſobli- 


him. He'thanked the Maid for her Care, and en- 
tered into Meaſures with her, how to keep Abelard 
from viſiting his Niece, . | 
The Doctor was now more a than ever 
he had no Way left but to apply himſelf to Heloi/e's 
Singing-Maſter : And the Gold which the Maid 
refuſed, prevailed with him. By this Means Abe- 
lard conveyed a Letter to Heloiſe : In, which he ac- 
quainted her that he intended to come and ſee her 
at Night, and that the Way he had contrived was 
oyer the Garden-wall by the Help of a Ladder of | 
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them together. After the firſt Tranſports of this” 


— 
— 


than ordinary Symptoms within her, acquainted _ 
her Lover with it. She had informed him of us. 


before by a Letter; and now having this es 
. to conſult about it, they agreed tha 
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ſtiould go to a Siſter of his in Britasy, at whoſe 
Houſe ſhe might be privately brought to Bed. 
But before they parted, he endeavoured to comfort 
her, and make her eaſy in this Diſtreſs, by giving 
her Aſſurances of Marriage. When Heloiſe heard 
this Propoſal ſhe peremptorily rejected 1 it, and gave 
ſuch Reaſons “ for her Refuſal, as left Aelard i in 
the greateſt Aſtonĩſſiment. 

Indeed a Refufal of this Nature is fo extraordi- 
nary a Thing, that perhaps another Inſtance of it is 
not to be found in Hiſtory, I perſuade myſelf 
therefore, that I ſhall not offend my Reader, if L 
make ſome few Remarks upon it,” It often hap- 
pens that the Paſſion of Love ſtifles or over-rules 
the Rebukes of Conſcience; but it is unuſual for” 
it to extinguiſh the Senſibility of Honour. I don't 
ſpeak of Perſons of a mean Birth and no Edhea- 
tion; but for others, all young Women, 1 ſup- 
poſs, chat engage in Love Intrigues, flatter them. - © 
ſelves with one of theſe Views; either they hope 
they ſhall not prove with Child, or they ſhall con- | 
ceal it from the World, 'or they ſhall get them- „ — 5M 
ſelves married. As for ſuch as reſolve to def ©: 
cke Fruit of their Amours, there are but, few 1 5 
„void of all natural Affection, as to be capable of . 
cis utmoſt! Degree of Barbarity. However this 
5 ſnews plainly that if Loye tyrannizes ſometi 9 
it Is uch a Thrant as leaves Honour is FO 
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of its Rights. But Heloiſe had a Paſſion ſo ſtrong, 
that ſhe was not at all concerned for her Honour or 
Reputation. She was overjoyed to find herſelf 
with Child, and yet ſhe did her utmoſt not to be 
married. Never ſure was ſo odd an Example, as 
theſe two Things made, when, put together. The 
firſt was very extraordinary ; and how many young 

Women in the World would rather be married to a 
diſagreeable Huſhand, than live in a State of Re- 
proach ? They know the Remedy is bad eno 
and will coſt them dear; but what fGignifies that, 
ſo long as the Name of Huſband. hides. the Flaws 
made in their Honour ? But as for Heloiſe, ſhe 
was not ſo nice in this Point. An Exceſs of Paſ- 
fion never heard of before, made her chuſe to be 
Abelard's Miſtreſs rather than his Wife, We ſhall 
ſee, in the Courſe of this Hiſtory, how firm the was 
in this Reſolution, with what Arguments ſhe ſup- 
ported i it, and how earneſtly ſhe perivaded her Gal- 
lant to be of the ſame Mind. | 

Abelard, who was willing to loſe no Time, leſt 

His dear Heloiſe ſhould fall into-her Uncle's Hands, 
| diſguiſed her in the Habit of a Nun, and ſent her 
away with the greateſt Diſpatch, boping, that after 
ſhe was brought to Bed, he ſhould have more Lei- 
dure to perſuade her to Marriage, by which they 
might ſcreen themſelves from the Reproach which 
muſt otherwiſe come upon them, as ſoon as the 
Buſineſs ſhould be publickly — 42 | 
As ſoon as Heloi/e was ſet forward on her Jour- 
ney, Abelard reſolved ta make 2 a Vn! in Lap 
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ABELARD and HELOISE, wh 
der to appeaſe bim, if poſſible; and prevent wem 
Effects of his juſt Indig nation. | 

The News that Heloi/e was privately aickdodins 
ſoon made a great Noiſe in the Neighbourhood ; 
and reaching Fulbert's Ears, filled him with Grief 
and Melancholy. Beſides that he had a very ten- 
der Affection for his Niece, and could not live 
without her, he had the utmoſt Reſentment of the 
Affront which Abelard had put upon him, by abu- 
ſing the Freedom he had allowed him. This fired 
him with ſuch implacable Fury, as in the End fell 
heavy upon our poor Lovers, and had very dread- 


ful Conſequences. 


When Fulbert ſaw Abelard, and heard from him 
the Reaſon why Heloiſe was withdrawn, never was 
Man in ſuch. a Paſſion. He abandoned himſelf es 
the utmoſt Tranſactions of Rage, Deſpair, and 
Thirſt of Revenge. All the Affronts, Reproackes, 


and Menaces that could be thought of were heaped 


upon Abelard ; who was, poor Man, very puſlive, 
and ready to mike the Canon all the Satisfaction 


he was able, He gave him Leave to ſay what he 


pleaſed ;z and when he ſaw that he had tired him 
ſelf with exclaiming, he took up the Diſcourſe; 


and ingenuouſly confeſt bis Crime. Then hs hae 


Recourſe ta all the Prayers, Submiſſons und Pro- 
miſes he could invent; and begged of Hm to c 
ſider the Force of Love, and what Foils this T). 
rant has given to the greateſt Men : That the OS. 
caſion of the preſent Mis fortune was, the moſt: vie- 
lent Paſſion that ever was; that this Paſſion conti - 
i, and that he was ready CEE 7 
N C 2 wer 


6 3) 264 Sven of — 
and his Niece all the Satis faction which this Sort of 
Injury required. Will you marry her then? ſaid 
Fulbert, interrupting him. Yes, replied Abelard, 
if you pleaſe, and ſhe will conſent, If I pleaſe ! 
ſaid the Canon, pauſing a little; if ſhe will con- 
ſent! And do you queſtion either? Upon this 
he was going to offer him his Reaſons, after his 
haſty Way, why they ſhould be married: But Abe. 
lard entreated him to ſupprefs his Paſſion a while, 
and hear what he had to offer: Which was, that 
their Marriage might for ſome Time be kept ſecret. 
No, ſays the Canon; the Diſhonour you have 
done my Niece is publick, and the Reparation you 
make her ſhall be ſo too. But Abelard told him, 
that ſince they were to be one Family, he hoped he 
would conſider his Intereſt as his own. At laſt, 
after a great many Entreaties, Fulbers ſeemed con- 
tent it ſhould be as Abelard deſired, that he ſhould 
marry Heloi ſe after ſhe was brought to Bed, and that 
in the mean Time the Buſineſs ſhould be kept ſecret.” 
Abelard, having given his Scholars a Vacation, 
reared into Britazy, to viſit his deſigned 2 
ang tg acquaint her with what had — 
* ot at all concerned at her Unele's Difplen. 
ſure ; but that which troubled her was, the Reſo- 
| lution: which ſhe ſaw her Lover had taken to marry 
ber: Sheendeavoured to diſſuade him from it with 
all the Arguments ſhe could think of, 


in ahjnking of Marriage: That as ſhe pub as 


S 


with repreſenting to him the Wrong he did himſelf 


e Reputation, and a before her oun. 10 n wv 5; 
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ABE LARD and HELOISE, 
my Uncle, ſaid ſhe, will never be-pacified with any. 
thing we can do: And what Honour ſhall I get by 
being your Wife, when at the ſame time I certainly 
ruin your Reputation? What Curſe may J not juſt- 
ly fear, ſhould I rob the World of ſo eminent a 
Perſon as you are? What an Injury ſhall I do the 
Church? How much ſhall I diſoblige the -Learn- 
ed? And what a Shame and Diſparagement will 
it be to you, whom Nature has fitted for the Pub- 
lick Good, to devote yourſelf entirely to à Wiſe > 
Remember what St. Paul ſays, Art thou Joofed ' from 
a Wife ? ſeek not a Wife ? If, neither this great; 
Man, nor. the Fathers of the, Church, can make 
you change your Reſolution, conſider at leaſt:what: 
your Philoſophers ſay. of it. Socrates has proved, 
by many Arguments, that a wiſe: Man -ought. not 
to marry. Tully put away his Wiſe Terema 3/ and 
when Hircius offered him his Siſter in Marriage, he 


bis Books and his Wife, In ſhort, aid. ſhe, he 8 
can the Study of Divinity and Philoſophy 'comport” 
with the Cries of. Children, the Songs of Nusſas, 
and all the Hurry of a, Family? What an odd 
Sight, will it be, to ſee Maids and Scholars, Deſks 
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told him be deſired to be excuſed, becauſe he quit; : - — 
never bring himſelf to divide his Thoughts hehe 


and Cradles, Books and Diſtaffs, Pens and Spin 

dles one among another ? e who arg ricchk 
are never diſturbed with the Ce and Charges 0 A > i 
Houſckeeping. But wich you Scholars: it % fat” =D a 
«Mus 05 that will Set an Ae mut ond 


22 Tf. HIS TOR of 
mind the Affairs of the World, and conſequently is 
taken off. from the Study of Divinity and Philoſo- 
phy. Obſerve the Conduct of the wiſe Pagans in 
this Point, who preferred a ſingle Life before Mar- 
riage, and be aſhamed that you cannot come up to 
them. Be more. careful to maintain the Character 
1 and Dignity of a Philoſopher. Do not you know 
1 that there is no Action of Life which draws after it 
fo ſure and long a Repentance, and to fo little Pur- 
poſe P You faney to yourſelf the Enjoyments you 
mall have in being bound to me by a Bond which 
nothing but Death can break: But know, there is 
no ſuch Thing as ſweet Chains; and there is a 
thouſand Times more Glory, Hodoar, and Pleaſure 
in keeping firm to à Union which Love alone has 
sſtabliſhed, which is ſupported by mutual Eſteem 
and Merit, and which owes its Continuance to no- 
ching but the Satisfaction of ſeeing each other free. 
Shall-the Laws and Cuſtoms which the groſs and 
urn World has invented, hold us together more 
f ſutely than the Bonds of mutual Affection? Take 
my Word for it, you will ſee me too often, when you 
x Lee me every Day: you will have no Value for my 
x nor Favours, when they are due to you, and 
coſt you no Care, Perhaps you do not think of all 
this at preſent ; but you will think of nothing elſe 
when it will be tee. - I do not take Notice what 
the World will PER a Man in your Circum- 
 Kances get him a Wife, and fo threw WIN 
Reputation, your Fortune, and your Quiet, In 
mort, continued ſhe, the Quality of Miſtreſs id 4 
hundred Times mary. pleating to me, . Go 
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Wife. Cuſtom indeed has given a Dignity to this 
latter Name, and we are impoſed upon by it; but 
Heaven is my Witneſs, I had rather. be Abelard's 
Miſtreſs, than lawful Wife io the Emperor of the 
whole World. I am very ſure I ſhall always pre- 
fer your Advantage and Satisfaction, before my 
own Honour, and all the Reputation, Wealth, 
and Enjoyments, which the moſt fplendid Marri- 
age could bring me. Thus Heloiſe argued, and ad- 
ded a great many more Reaſons, which I forbear 
to relate, left I ſhould tire my Reader. It is enough 
for him to know, that they are chiefly WWF! 
upon her Preference of Love to Marriage, and Lie 
berty to Neteſſity. 

We might therefore ſuppoſe that 2 was | 
afraid left Marriage ſhould prove the Tomb of Love, 
The Count 'de Buffi, who paſſes for the Tranſlator 
of ſome of her Letters, makes this to be her Mean- 
ing, though cloathed in delicate Language, But 
if we examine thoſe which the writ to Abel, altar - 
their Separation, and the Expreſſions ſhe u . 
him in Mind, that he was indebted for the 1 a 
ſhe had for him to nothing but Love itlelf, we mn * 
allow that ſhe had more refined Notions, and that 
never Woman was ſo difintereRttd. * She loved 4e 
{ard, it is true; but ſhe declared, it was not his Sex | 
that the moſt valued in him. 3 
Some Authors are of Open, that it was not 
an Exceſs of Love which mate 1 Lacs He 
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| Toife to Marriage, but only to quiet his Conſcience 2 


But how can any one tell his Reaſons for Marriage, 
better than he himſelf? Others ſay , that if He- 
loiſe did really oppoſe Abelard's Deſign of marrying 
her ſo earneſtly, it was not becauſe ſhe thought bet- 
ter of Concubinage than a married Life; but be- 
cauſe her Affection and Reſpect for her Lover, lead- 
ing her to ſeek his Honour and Advantage in all 
Things, ſhe was afraid that by marrying him, ſhe 
ſhould ſtand between him and a Biſhoprick, which 
the thought his Wit and Learning well deſerved. 

But there in no ſuch Thing in her Letters, nor in 
the long Account which Abelard has left us of the 
Arguments which his Miſtreſs uſed to diſſuade him 
from. Marriage. Theſe. are the Faults of many 


Authors, who put ſuch Words in the Mouths of 


Perſons, as are, moſt conformable. to their own 
Ideas. It is often more advantageous that a Woman 
ſhould leave her Lover free for Church-Dignities, 


than. render him incapable of them by Marriage, 


* jJuſt therefore to ſuppoſe, that Tv ch had 


2 _— era a Man that was poſſeſſed of. 2 Prebend, and 
quitted it for a Wife. The Day after the Wed- 


ding, he ſaid to His ide, My Dear, conſider how 
Pallionately } I loved you „ fince I loſt my Preferment 
to marry you. You have done a very fooliſh Thing, 
ſaid ſhe ;. you might have kept * and Boe. = 
me nobyrichitanding, 5 3 


ABELARD 224 HELOIS E. 23 
Zut to return to our Lovers. A modern Author, 
who well underſtood human Nature, has affirmed ; ' 
+ That Women by the Favours they grant to Men 
grow the fonder of them ; but on the contrary, the 
Men grow more indifferent. This is not always true. 
Abelard was not the leſs enamoured with Heloi/e, 
after ſhe had given him the utmoſt Proofs of her 
Love; and their Familiarity was ſo far from having 
abated his Flame, that it ſeems all the Eloquence 
of Heloiſe could not perſuade Abelard that he 
wronged himſelf in thinking to marry her.. He 
admired the Wit, the Paſſion, and the Ingenuity of 
his Miſtreſs ; but in theſe Things he did not come 
ſhort of her: He knew ſo well how to repreſent to 
her the Neceſſity of Marriage, the Diſcourſe which 
he had about it with Fulbert, his Rage if they de» 
clined it, and how dangerous it might be to both 
of them, that at laſt ſhe conſented to do whatever 
he pleaſed, but ill with an inconceivable Reluc- 
tance, which ſhewed that ſhe yielded for no og 
Reaſon, but the Fear of diſobliging him. "a 
Abelard was willing to be near his Miftreſ9Wll + 
ſhe was brought to Bed, which in a ſhort Time the 
was of a Boy. As ſoon as Heloiſe was fit to go 
Abroad, Abelard carried her to Paris, where they 
were married in the moſt private Manner that could 
be, having no other Company but Fulbert, and 
two or three particular, Friends. However, the 


1 e quickly came to be known. The News 
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of it was already whiſpered about; People ſoon 
began to talk of it more openly, till at laſt they 
mentioned it to the married Pair. Fulbert, who 
was leſs concerned to keep his Word, than to cover 
the Reproach of his Family, took care to ſpread it. 
abroad. But Heloiſe, who loved Abelard a Thou- 
fand Times better than ſhe did herſelf, and always 
valued her dear Doctor's Honour above her own, 
denied it with the moſt folemn Proteſtations, and 
did -all ſhe could to make the World believe her, 
She conftantly affirmed, that the Reports of it were 
mere Slanders ; that Abelard never propoſed any 
fach Thing ; and if he had, the would never have 
conſented to it. In ſhort, ſhe denied it fo con- 
ſtantly, and with ſuch Earneſtneſs, that ſhe was 
generally believed. Many People thought, and 
boldly affirmed, that the Doctor's Enemies had 
ſpread this Story on purpoſe to leſſen his Character. 
This Report came to Fulbert's Ears, who, know- 
ing that Heloife was the ſole Author of it, fell into 
ſo, geous a Pafhon at her, that after a Thoufand 
Nepreaches and Menaces he proceeded to uſe her 
8 barbaronſly. But Abelard, who loved her never 
x the worſe for being his Wife, could not ſee this 
many Days with Patience, He refolved therefote 

to order Matters fo as to deliver her from\this State 

of Perſecution. To this Purpoſe they eonfulted 

together what Courſe was to be taken; and agreed, 

that for ſetting them both free, her from the Power 
and IIl-humour of her Uncle, and him from the 
: #4 perſecuting Reports which went about of him, Hs 
Loiſe thould retire into a Convent, where ſhe hoy 


\ 


| ABELARD and HELOISE. 7 
take the Habit of a Nun, all but the Veil, that f6 
ſhe might eaſily come out again, when they ſhould 
have a more favourable Opportunity, This De- 
ſign was propoſed, approved, and executed, almoſt 
at the ſame Time. By this Means they effe@tually 
put a Stop to all Reports about their Marriage. But 
the Canon was too dangerous a Perſon to be ad- 
mitted to this Conſultation ; he would never have 
agreed to their Propoſal ; nor could he hear of it 
without the utmoſt Rage. It was then that he 
conceived a new Defire of Revenge, which he pur- 
ſued till he had executed it in the moſt cruel Man- 
ner imaginable. This Retreat of Heloſſe gave him 
the more ſenſible Affliction, becauſe ſhe was ſo far 
from covering her own Reputation, that ſhe coms 
pled his Shame. He conſidered it as Abelard's 
ontrivance, and a freſh Inſtance of his perfidious 
Dealing towards him. And this Reflection put 
him upon ſtudying how to be revenged on them 
both at one Stroke ; which, aiming at the Root of 
the Miſchief, ſhould for ever diſable them from of- 
fending again. | 


4 


who were not apt to trouble their Heads about what 
might happen, ſpent their Time in the moſt agree- 
able Manner that could be. Abelard could not live 


While this Plot was in 1 the Lodi: = 


long without a Sight of his dear Wife. He made 2 


her frequent Viſits in the Convent of Ar gente, to 
which ſhe was retired. The Nuns of this NT 
enjoyed a very free kind of Life : The Grazes 


Parloyrs were open enough. As for Hanse, he _ 


had ſuch excellent Qualifications, as. made the 5 
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good Siſters very fond of her, and 1 pleaſed 
that they had ſuch an amiable Companion. And 
as they were not ignorant what Reports there were 
abroad, that ſhe was married to the famous Abelard, 

(though ſhe denied it to the laſt) the moſt diſcern- 
ing among them, obſerving the frequent Viſits of 
the Doctor, eaſily imagined that ſhe had Reaſons 
for keeping herſelf private, and ſo they took her 

Caſe into Conſideration, and expreſſed a wonderful 
Compaſſion for her Misfortunes. 

Some of them, whom Helor/e loved above the reſt,, 
and in whom ſhe put great Confidence, were not a 
little aiding and aſſiſting in the private Interviews 
which ſhe had with Abelard, and in giving him Op- 
portunities to enter the Convent. The amorous 
Doctor made the beſt Uſe of every Thing: The 
Habit which Heloiſe wore; the Place where he was 
to ſee her; the Times 2 Seaſons proper for his 

Viſit; the Stratagems which muſt be uſed to facili- 
| tate his Entrance, and carry him undiſcovered to 


1 ig 1 s Chamber; che Difficulties they met with; 
the RKeaſons they had for not letting it be known 
= Who they were; and the Fear they were in of being 
I taken together: All this gave their Amours an Air 
bf Novelty, and added to their lawful Embraces all 


the Taſte of ſtolen Delights. 

Theſe Exceſſes had then their Charme, but ! in the 
End had fatal Conſequences: The furious Canon 
perſiſting in his Deſign of being revenged on Abe + 


lard, notwithſtanding his Marriage with his Niece, - | 


found Means to corrupt a Domeſtick of the unfors. . 
tunate Doctor, who gave Admittance 1 into his — 5 
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ter's Chamber to ſome Aſſaſſins hired by Fulbert, 
who ſeized him in his Sleep, and cruelly deprived 
him of his Manhood, but not his Life. The Ser- 
vant and his Accomplices fled for it ; the wretched 
Abelard raiſed ſuch terrible Outeries, that the Peo- 
ple in the Houſe and the Neighbours being alarmed, 
haſtened to him, and gave him ſuch ſpeedy Aſſiſt- 
ance, that he was ſoon out of a Condition of fear- 
ing Death. 

The News of this Accident made a great Noiſe, 
and its Singularity raiſed the Curioſity of Abun- 
dance of Perſons, who came the next Day, as in 
Proceſſion, to ſee, to lament, and comfort him. His 
Scholars loudly bewailed his Misfortune, and the 
Women diſtinguiſhed themſelves upon this Occa- 
ſion, by extraordinary Marks of Tenderneſs. And 
it is probable, among the great Number of Ladies 
which pitied Abelard. there were ſome with whom — 
he had been very intimate: For his Philoſophy did 
not make him ſcrupulous enough to eſteem every 
ſmall Infidelity a Crime, when it did not lee big*. 
conſtant Love of Heloi/e. PIES 

This Action of Fulbert was too tragical wo ma 2 2 
unpuniſhed ; the traiterous Servant and one of the 4 
Aſſaſſins were ſeized, and condemned to loſe their 
Eyes, and to ſuffer what they had done to Abelard. 
But Fulber? denying he had any Share in the Action, 
ſaved himſelf from the Puniſhment, with the Loſs * 
only of his Benefices. This Sentence did not fatiſ- | 
fy AbBelard; he made his Complaint to no Pur | 
to the Biſhop and Canons, and if he had made a 
Remonſtrance at Rome, where he once had a Delign 55 

238, of 
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of carrying the Matter, it is probable. he would have 
had no better Succeſs. It requires too much Mo- 
ney to gain a Cauſe there, One Foulques, Prior of 
Deuil, an intimate Friend of Abelard, wrote thus to 
him upon the Occaſion of his Misfortune. /f 
you appeal to the Pope, without bringing an immenſe 
Sum of Money, it will be uſeleſs ; nothing can ſatisfy 
the infinite Avarice and Luxury of the Romans. J 
queſtion if you have enough for ſuch an L. ndertaking 3 
and if you attempt it, nothing will perhaps remain but 
the Vexation of hawing flung away Jo much Money, 
They who go to Rome without large Sums to ſquander 
away, will return juſt as they went, the Expence of 
their Journey only excepted. But ſince I am upon 
Foulgues's Letter, which is too extraordinary to be 
Paſſed over in Silence, I ſhall give the Reader ſome 
of its more remarkable Paſſages, adding ſome Re- 
flections which may make him Amends for the 
Trouble of a new Digreſſion. 

This Friend of Abelard lays before kim many 
Advantages which might be drawn from his Miſ- 
fortune. He tells him, his extraordinary: Talents, 
Subtilty, Eloquence, and Learning, had drawn 
from all Parts an incredible Number of Auditors, 
and ſo filled him with exceſſive Vanity: He hints 
gently at another Thing, which contributed not a 
Httle towards making him proud; namely, that the 
Women continually followed him, and gloried in 
wing him into their Snares. This Misfortune 
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therefore would cure him of his Pride, and frog 


him from thoſe Snares of Women which had reduced 
him even to Indigence, though his Profeſſion got 
him a large Revenue; and now he would never im- 
poveriſh himſelf by his Gallantries. 

Heloiſe herſelf in ſome Paſſages of her Letters lays, 
that there was neither, Maid nor Wife “, who in 
Abelards Abſence did not form Deſires for him, 
and in his Preſence was not inflamed with Love: 
That Queens themſelves and Ladies of the firſt 
Quality envied the Pleaſures ſhe enjoyed with him. 
But we are not to take theſe Words of Helaiſe in a 
ſtrict Senſe ; becauſe as ſhe loved Abelard to Mad- 
neſs, fo ſhe imagined every one elſe did. Beſides 
that, Report to be ſure hath added to the 'Truth, 
It. is not at all probable, that a Man of Abelard's 
Senſe, and who, according to all Appearance, paf- 


_ Gonately loved his Wite, ſhould not be able to con- 


rain himſelf in ſome Bounds, but ſhould ſquander 


away all bis Money upon Miſtreſſes, even to the J RT 
not reſerving what was ſufficient to provide for hie 
Neceſſities. Foulgues owns that he ſpeaks only upon Þ4 


Hear-ſay, and in that no doubt Envy and A * 
had their P art, 

Foulgues tells him beſides, that the Amputation 
of a Part of his Body, of which he made ſuch ill 
Uſe, would ſappreſs at the ſame Time a great many 
troubleſame Paſſions, and procure him the —_ 
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* Que conjugata, gue Virgo non concupiſcebat abſenrom, & — 
rardeſeebat in praſentem? Yue Regina, vel 8 Es Famine 
en non invidebat wil Thalamis ? 
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32 The HIS TOA of 
of reſſecting on himſelf, inſtead of being hurried to 
and fro by his Paſſions; his Meditations would be 
no more interrupted by the Emotions of the Fleſh, 
and therefore he would be more ſucceſsful in diſco- 
vering the Secrets of Nature. He reckons it as a 
great Advantage to him, that he would no more be 
the Terror of Huſbands, and might now lodge any 
where without being fuſpected. And forgets not to 
acquaint him, he might converſe with the fineſt 
Women without any Fear of thoſe Temptations 
which ſometimes overpower even Age itſelf, upon 
the Sight of ſuch Objects. And laſtly, he would 
have the Happineſs of being exempt from the Illu- 
ſions of Sleep; which Exemption, according to 
him, is a peculiar Bleſſing. 

It was with Reaſon that Fou/ques reckons all 
theſe as Advantages very extraordinary in the Life 
of an Eccleſiaſtick ; it is eaſy to obſerve that, to a 
Perſon who devotes himſelf to Continence, nothing 
can be more happy than to be inſenſible to Beauty 
and Love; for they who cannot maintain their 
Chaſtity, but by continual Combats, are very un- 
happy: The Life of ſuch Perſons is uneaſy, their 
State always doubtful. They but too much feel 
the Trouble of their Warfare, and if they come 
off victorious in an Engagement, it is often with a 
great many Wounds, Even ſuch of them as in a 
retired Life are at the greateſt Diſtance from 
Temptations, by continually ſtruggling with their 
Inclinations, and ſetting Barriers againſt the Ir- 
ruptions of the Fleſh, are in a miſerable Condition, 
Their Entrenchments are often forced; and their 


1 
- 
3 | _ Conſcienge. 
8 . 


1 

* i ® * 

, 4 
* 

2 


7. 


ABELARD and H ELO ISE. 33 
Conſcience filled with Sorrow and Anxiety, What 
Progreſs might one make in the Ways of Virtue, 
who is not obliged to fight an Enemy for every 
Foot of Ground ? Had Abelard's Misfortune made 
him indeed ſuch as Foulques ſuppoſed, we ſhould ſee 
him in his Letters expreſs his Motives of Comfort 
with a better Grace, But though he now was in a 
Condition not able to ſatisfy a Paſſion by which he 
had ſuffered ſo much, yet was he not inſenſible at 
the Sight of thoſe Objects which once gave him ſo 
much Pleaſure. This Diſcourſe therefore of Foul- 
ques, far from comforting Abelard in his Affliction, 
ſeems capable of producing the contrary Effect; 
and it is aſtoniſhing if Abelard did not take it fo, 
and think he rather inſulted him, and conſequently 
reſent it. 

As to Dreams, St. Auſtin taforms us of the Ad- 
vantage Foulques tells his Friend he had gained: St. 
Auſtin implores the Grace of God to deliver him 
from this Sort of Weakneſs, and ſays he gave Con- 
ſent to thoſe Things in his Sleep which he ſhould 
abominate awake, and laments exceedingly ſo great 

a remaining Weakneſs, | 
But let us go on with this charitable Friend's ; 
Letter; it hath too near a Relation to this Hiſtory, 
to leave. any Part of it untouched, Matrimonial 
Functions (continues Foulgues) and the Cares of a 
Family, will not now hinder your Application to 
| pleaſe God. And what a Happineſs is it, not to be 


in a Capagity of ſinning 7 And then he brings the 


Examples of St. Origen, and other Martyrs, who 
rejoice, now in Heaven, for their being upon Earth 
EW... D | 
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in the ſame Condition Abelard laments, As if the 
Impoſſibility of committing a Sin could ſecure any 
one from deſiring to do it. But one of his greateſt 
Motives of Comfort, and one upon which he inſiſts 
the moſt is, becanſe his Misfortune is irreparable. 
This is indeed true in Fact, but the Conſequence of 
his Reaſoning is not ſo certain: Aflid not yourſelf 
(fays he) becauſe your Misfortune is of Juch a Nature 
as is never to be repaired, 

It muſt be owned that the general Topicks. of 
Conſolation have two Faces, and may therefore 
be conſidered very differently, even ſo as to ſeem 
Arguments for Sorrow. As for Inſtance, one 
might argue very juſtly, that a Mother ſhould not 
yield too much to Grief upon the Loſs of a Son, 
becauſe her Tears are unavailable, and though ſhe 
ſhould kill herſelf with Sorrow, ſhe can never by 
theſe Means bring her Son to Life. Yet this very 
Thing, that all ſhe can do is uſeleſs, is the main 
Occaſion of her Grief ; ſhe could bear it patiently, 
could ſhe any Way retrieve her Loſs. When Solon 
* lamented the Death of his Son, ang. ſome Friend 
by way of Comfort told him, his Tears were inſig- 
nificant, at, ſaid he, is. tbe very Reaſon why 1 
weep. 

But Foulgues argues much better afterwards; ; he 
ſays, Abelard did not ſuffer this in the Commiſſion 
of any ill AR, but ſleeping peaceably in his Bed. 


That is, he was not caught in any open Fact, ſuch 
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as has coſt others the like Loſs. This is, indeed, 
a much better Topick than the former, though it 
muſt be allowed that Abelard had drawn this Miſ- 
fortune on himſelf by a Crime as bad as Adultery; 
yet the Fault was over, and he had made all the 
Reparation which was in his Power, and when they 
maimed him, he thought no Harm to any Body. 

Abelard's Friend makes uſe likewiſe of other 
conſolatory Reaſons in his Letter, and repreſents 
to him, after a very moving Manner, the Part 
which the Biſhop and Canon, and all the Eceleſi- 
aſticks of Paris, took in his Diſgrace, and the 
Mourning there was among the Inhabitants, and 
eſpecially the Women, upon this Occaſion. But 
in this Article of Conſolation how comes it to paſ; 
that he makes no Mention of Heloiſe? This ought . 
not to appear ſtrange ; ſhe was the moſt injured,,, 
and therefore queſtionleſs her Sorrows were ſuffici- 
ently known to him; and it would be no News to 
tell the Huſband that his Wife was in the utmoſt 
Affliction for him. For as we obſerved. before, 
though ſhe was in a Convent, ſhe had not renounced 
her Huſband ; and thoſe frequent Viſits he made 
her were not ſpent-in reading Homilies. But let 
us make an End of our Reflections on Foulques's cu- 
rious Letter, Foulques, after adviſing Abelard not 
to think of carrying the Matter before the Pope, by 
aſſuring him that it required too great Expence to 
obtain any Satisfaction at that Court, concludes all 1 
with this laſt Motive of Conſolation, that the” ima- E 
gined Happineſs he had loſt was always accom̃pa- . — — 
ed. with Abundance of Vexation ; but if he perſe-. LA | 
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vered in his Spirit of Reſignation, he would with - 
out Doubt at the laſt: Day obtain that Juſtice he 
had now failed of. Tis great Pity we have not Abe- 
lard's Anſwer to this delicate Letter, the Matter 
then would look like one of Job's Dialogues with 
his Friends. Abelard would generally have enough 
to reply, and Foulques would often be but a ſorry 
Comforter. However it is certain this Letter was 
of ſome Weight with Abelard, for we find after- 
wards he never thought of making a Voyage to 
Rome. Reſolved to bear his Calamity patiently, 
he left to God the avenging of the cruel and 
ſhameful Abuſe he had ſuffered, 
But let us return to Heloiſe, *Tis probable her 
Friends of the Convent of Argentueil concealed ſo 
heavy a Misfortune from her for ſome Time; but 
at laſt ſhe heard the fatal News: Though the Rage 
and Fury of her Uncle threatened her long fince 
with ſome Puniſhment, yet could ſhe never ſuſpect 
any thing of this Nature. It will be ſaying too lit- 
tle to tell the Reader ſhe felt all the Shame and Sor- 
row that is poſſible. She only can expreſs thoſe, violent 
Emotions of her Soul upon ſo ſeyere an Occaſion. 
In all Probability. this Misfortune of Abelard 
would have been a thorough Cure of her' Paſſion, 
if we might argue from like Caſes : but there is 
no Rule ſo general as not to admit of fome Excep- 
tions; and Heloi/e's Love upon this ſevere Tryal- 
proved like Queen Szratonice's, who was not Jeſs: 
Paſſionate for her Favourite Combabus, when ſhe diſ. 
covered his Impotence, than ſhe had been before. 


mY 


. vw. ? 
F 
- o 
: " 
- 
of * 
— 2 ** 
44 
o 


ABELARD and HELOISE. 37 
Shame and Sorrow had no leſs ſeized Abelam 
:than Heloiſe, nor dared he ever after appear in the 
World. So that he reſolved, immediately upon 
his Cure, to baniſh-himſelf from the Sight. of Men, 
and hide himſelf in the Darkneſs- of -a Monaſtick 
Life; avoiding all Converſation with any Kind of 
Perſons, excepting his dear Heloi/e, by whoſe Com- 
pany he endeavoured to comfort himſelf ; but ſhe 
at laſt reſolved to follow his Example, and con- 
tinue for ever in the Convent of Argentueil, where ſhe 
was. Abelard himſelf confeſſes that Shame, rather 
than Devotion, had made him take the Habit of a 
Monk; and that it was Jealouſy, more than Love, 
which engaged him to perſuade #eloz/+ to be pro- 
feſſed before he had made his- Vow. The Letters 
which follow this Hiſtory will inform us after what 
Manner and with what Reſolution they ſeparated. 
:Heloiſe in the Twenty-ſecond Year of her Age ge- 
nerouſly quitted the World, and renounced all 
thoſe Pleaſures ſhe might reaſonably have promiſed 
herſelf; to ſacrifice herſelf entirely to the Fidelity 
and Obedience ſhe owed her Huſband, and to 
procure him that Eaſe of Mind which * ais ro 
could no other ways hope for. . 

Time making Abelard's Misfortune familiar to 
him, he now eatertained Thoughts of Ambition, 
and of ſupporting. the Reputation he had gained 
of the moſt learned Man of the Age. He began 


with explaining the As of the Apeſtles to the Monks | -2F 


of the Monaſtery of St. Dennis, to which he had 
-retired 3 but the Diſorders of the Abby, and the 
— of che Abbot, which, equally with his 
l ; D 3 'Digniry, 
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Dignity, were ſuperior to thoſe of the ſimple 
Monks, quickly drove him thence. He had made 
himſelf uneaſy to them, by cenſuring their Irregu- 
larity. They were glad to part with him, and he 
to leave them, 

As ſoon as he had obtained leave of the Abbot, 
he retired to Thibaud in Champain, where he ſet up 
a School ; perſuading himſelf that his Reputation 
would bring him a great Number of Scholars. 
And indeed they flocked to him, not only from the 
moſt diſtant Provinces of France, but alſo from 
Rome, Spain, England, and Germany, in ſuch Num- 
bers that the Towns could not provide Accomnio- 
dation, nor the Country Proviſions enough for 
them. But Abelard did not foreſee that this Suc- 
ceſs and Reputation would at the ſame Time occa- 
fion him new Troubles. He had made himſelf 
two conſiderable Enemies at Laon, Alberick of 
Rheims, and Lotulf of Lombardy, who, as ſoon as 
they perceived how prejudicial his Reputation was 
to their Schools, ſought all Occaſions to ruin him ; 
and thought they had a lucky Handle to do fo 
from a Book of his entitled 7 he Myſtery of the 
Trinity ; this they pretended was heretical, and 
through the Archbiſhop's Means they procured 
a Council at So7/ons in the Year 1121 ; and without 
ſuffering Abelard to make any Defence, ordered 
his Book to be burnt by his own Hands, and him- 


_ 
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ſelf to be confined to the Convent of St. Medard. 
This Sentence gave him ſuch Grief, that he ſays 
himſelf the unhappy Fate of his Writings touched 
him more ſenſibly than the Misfortune he had ſuf- 
fered through Fulbert's Means. Nor was it only his 
fatherly Concern for his own Productions, but the 
indelible Mark of Hereſy which by this Means 
was fixed on him, which ſo exceedingly troubled 
him. 

That the curious Reader may have a compleat 
Knowledge of this Matter, I ſhall here give an 


Account of that pretended Hereſy which was 


imputed to Abelard. The Occaſion of his Writing 
this Book was, that his Scholars demanded * Phi- 
loſophical Arguments on that Subject; often urging 


that it was impoſſible to believe what was not un- 
derſtood ; that it was to abuſe the World to preach 


a Doctrine, equally unintelligible to the Speaker 


and Auditor; and that it was for the Blind to lead 
the Blind. Theſe young Men were certainly in- 
clined to Sabelliniſm. Abelard's Enemies however 
did not accuſe him of falling into this, but ano- 


ther Hereſy as bad, Trithei/m, though indeed he 


was equally free from both ; he explained the 
Unity of the Godhead by Compariſons drawn 
from human Things, but according to a Paſſage 
of St. Bernard +, one of his greateſt Enenyels "i 


_ 0 * 
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+ Bernardi Epiſt, 190. „ radi ih 
Ns | D 4 — 2 ſeemed 


FY 
". 


40 The His Tory of 
ſeemed to hold that no one ought to believe what 
he could not give a Reaſon for. However, Abe. 
lard's Treatiſe upon this Subject pleaſed every one, 
except thoſe of his own Profeſſion, who, ſtung 
with Envy that he ſhould find out Explanations 
which they cauld not have thought of, raiſed ſuch 
a Cry of Hereſy upon him, that he and ſonie of 
his Scholars had like to have been ſtoned “ by the 
Mob. By their powerful Cabals they prevailed 
with Conan Biſhop of Prene/te, the Pope's Legate, 
who was Preſident of the Council, to condemn 
his Book, pretending, that he aſſerted three Gods, 
which they might eaſily ſuggeſt, when he was ſuf- 
fered to make no Defence, Tis certain he was 
very orthodox in the Doctrine of the Trinity 
and all this Proceſs againſt hing was only occaſioned 
by the Malice of his Enemies. His logical Com- 
. pariſon (and Logic was his Maſter- piece) proved 


mh rather the three Divine Perſons One, than multi- 


plied the Divine Nature inta. Turce. His Compa- i 
riſon is, that as the three Propoſitions + in a Syl- 
logiſm are but one Truth, ſo the Father, Son, and 
Holy Ghoſt are but ga- fence, And *tis certain 
* Inconveniences which may be * from ban 
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* Tea me in Clero & Prpulo difſamaverunt, ut ber me prpules 
paucoſque qui advenerant ex Diſcipulis noſtris prima Die noftri ad- 
Ventus lapidarent ; dicentes metres Deos prædicare & ſcripſiſſe, ficut 
Jet perſoaſum fuerat. Abel. Op. p. 20. 

+ Sicut eadem oratio eft, propoſutio, aſſumptis & conclufio, ita 
eadem Eſſentia eft Pater, Filius & Spiluus Sanctus. Abel. Op, 
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Parallel are not more, than what may be drawn 
from the Compariſon of the three Dimenſions of 
Solids, ſo much inſiſted. on by that famous ortho- 
dox Mathematician, Dr. Wallis of England. But 
great Numbers of pious and learned Divines, who 
have not been over ſubtle in Politicks, have been 
perſecuted and condemned as well as Abelard, by 
the Ignorance and Malice of their — Bre- 
thren. 

A little after his dann Abelard was or- 
dered to return to St. Dennis, The Liberty he had 
taken to cenſure the vicious Lives of the Monks had 
raiſed him a great many Enemies. Among theſe 
was St. Bernard, not upon the ſame Motives as 
thoſe Monks, _ becauſe Abelard's great Wit, 


joined with and ſenſual} a Life, gave him a 


Jealouſy, 0 tho ght it impoſſible the Heart 
ſhould be defiled without the Head being likewiſe 
tainted, 


Scarce had he returned to St. Dennis, when one a 
Day he dropt ſome Words, intimating he did not 


believe that the St. Dennis their Patron was the 
Areopagite mentioned in the Scripture, there being 
no Probability that he ever was in France. This 


was immediately carried to the Abbot, Who was” 


full of Joy, that he had now a Handle to heighten = 
the Accufations of Hereſy againſt him with ſome 5 

Crime againſt the State; a Method frequently, uſed 
by this Sort- of Gentlemen to make ſure their Re- 
venge. In thoſe Times too the contradicting the 
| Notions of the Monks was enough to prove a Man 
an Atheiſt, Heretick, Rebel, or any thing: Learn- 
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ing fignified nothing. If any one of a clearer 
Head and larger Capacity had the Misfortune to be 
ſuſpected of Novelty, there was no Way to avoid 
the general Perſecution of the Monks, but volun- 
tarily baniſhing himſelf, The Abbot immediately 
_ aſſembled all the Houſe, and declared he would 
deliver up to the ſecular Power a Perſon who had 
dared to reflect upon the Honour of the Kingdom 
and of the Crown. Abelard very rightly judging 
that ſuch Threatnings were not to be deſpiſed, fled 
by Night to Champain, to a Cloyſter of the Monks 
of Troies, and there patiently waited till the Storm 
ſhould be over. After the Death of this Abbot, 
which, very luckily for him, happened ſoon after his 
Flight, he obtained Leave to live where he pleaſed, 
though it was not without uſing ſome Cunning. He 
knew the Monks of ſo rich a Houſe had fallen into 
great Exceſſes, and were very obnoxious to the 
_ who would not fail to make their Profit of 

: He therefore procured it ſhould be repreſented 
to . Council, as very diſadvantageous to his Ma- 
jeſty's Intereſt, that a Perſon who was continually 
cenſuring the Lives of his Brethren ſhould continue 
any longer with them. This was immediately un- 
derſtood, and Orders given to ſome great Man at 
Court to demand of the Abbut and Monks, why 
they kept a Perſon in their Houſe whoſe Conduct 
was ſo diſagreeable to them, and, far from being an 
Ornament to the Society, was a continual Vexation, 
by publiſhing their Faults ? This being very oppore 
tunely moved to the new Abbot, he gave Abelard 
Leave to retire to what Cloiſter he pleaſed. 
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Abelard, who had indeed all the Qualities which 
make a great Man, could not however bear, with- 
out repining, the numerous Misfortunes with which 
he ſaw himſelf embarraſſed, and had frequent 
Thoughts of publiſhing a Manifeſto to juſtify him- 
ſelf from the ſcandalous Imputations his Enemies 
had laid upon him, and to undeceive thoſe whom 
their Malice had prejudiced againſt him. But upon 
cooler Thoughts, he determined that it was better 
to ſay nothing, and to ſhew them by his Silence 
how unworthy he thought them of his Anger. 
Thus being rather enraged than troubled at the In- 
juries he had ſuffered, he reſolved to found a new 
Society conſiſting chiefly of Monks. To this Pur- 
poſe he choſe a Solitude in the Dioceſe of Troiet, 
and upon ſome Ground which was given him by 
Permiſſion of the Biſhop, he built a little Houſe, 
and a Chapel, which he dedicated to the moſt Holy 
Trinity. 
Men of Learning were then ſcarce, and the De- 
fire of Science was beginning to ſpread itſelf. Our | 
Exile was enquired after and found, Scholars * 
crowded to him from all Parts: They built little 43 
Hats, and were very liberal to their Maſter for his 
Lectures; content to live on Herbs and Roots and 
Water, that they might have the Advantage of 
Learning from ſo extraordinary a Man ; and with 
great Zeal they enlarged the Chapel, building 
that and their Profeſſor's Houſe with Wood and 
Stone. : 
Upon this Occaſion, Abelard, to continue the | 
Memory of the Comfort he had received in this = 
; 10 Deſart., 
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Deſart, dedicated his new- built Chapel to. the 
Holy Ghoſt, by the Name of the Paraclete or Com- 
forter. The Envy of Alberic and. Lotulf, which had 
long ſince perſecuted him, was ſtrangely revived, 
upon ſeeing ſo many Scholars flock. to him from all 
Parts, notwithſtanding the Inconveniences of the 
Place, and in Contempt of the Maſters who might 
ſo commodioyſly have been found in the Towns 
and Cities. | 
They now more than ever ſought Occaſions to 
trouble him; the Name of Paraclete furniſhed them 
with one ; they gave out that this Novelty was a 
Conſequence of his former Hereſy, and that it was 
no more lawful to dedicate Churches to the Holy 
\Ghoſt, than to God the Father: That this Title 
was a ſubtle Art of inſtilling that Poiſon which he 
durſt not ſpread openly ; and a Conſequence of his 
:heretical Doctrine, which had been condemned al- 
Teady by a Council. This Report raiſed a great 
Clamour among Numbers of -People, whom his 
Enemies employed from all Sides, But the Perſe- 
cution grew more terrible when St. Berzard and St. 
Norbet declared againſt him, two great Zealots, 
fired with the Spirit of Reformation, and who de- 
clared themſelves Reſtorers of the primitive Diſci- 
-pline, and had wonderfully gained upon the Aﬀec- 
tions of the Populace. They ſpread ſuch Scandal 
againſt him, that they prejudiced his principal 
Friends, and forced thoſe who ſtill loved him, not 
to ſhew it any ways; and upon theſe Accounts 
made his Life fo bitter to him that he was upon the 
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point of leaving Chriftendom *. But his Unhappi-- 
neſs would not let him do a Thing which might 
have procured his Eaſe; but made him ſtill continue 
with Chriſtians, and with Monks (as hineelf ex- 
preſſes it) worſe than Heathens +.. | 

The Duke of Britany, informed of his Misfor- 
tunes, and of the Barbarity of his Enemies, named 
him to the Abby of St. Guildas in the Dioceſe of 
Vannes, at the Deſire of the Monks, who had al- 
ready elected him for their Superior. Here he 
thought he had found a Refuge from the Rage of 
his Enemies, but in Reality he had only changed: 
one Trouble for another. The profligate Lives 
of the Monks, and the Arbitrarineſs of a Lord, 
who had deprived them of the greater Part of their 
Revenues, ſo that they were obliged to maintain. 
their Miſtreſſes and Children at their own private 
Expence, occaſioned him a thouſand Vexations and: 
Dangers. They ſeveral Times endeavoured to- 
poiſon him in his ordinary Diet, bat proving. un 
ſncceſsful that Way, they tried to do it in the Holy: 
Sacrament, Ex communications, with which hes 
threatened the moſt mutinous, did not at all abate- 
1 * he now feared eine ow: | 
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than Poiſon, and compared his Caſe to his whom 


the Tyrant of Syracuſe cauſed to be ſeated at his 
Table, with a Sword hanging over him faſtened 
only by a Thread. 

Whilſt Abelard thus ſuffered in his Abby by his 
Monks; the Nuns of Argentueil, of whom Heloi/e 
was Prioreſs, grew ſo licentious, that Sagger Abbot 
of St. Dennis taking Advantage of their Irregulari- 


ties, got Poſſeſſion of their Monaſtery, He ſent 
the original Writings to Rome, and having obtained 


the Anſwer he deſired, he expelled the Nuns, and 
eſtabliſhed in their Place Monks of his Order. 
Some cenſorious People upon reading this Paſ- 
ſage. will be apt to entertain ſtrong Suſpicions of 
Hehiſe ; and judge it probable that a Governor does 
not behave well, when Diſſoluteneſs is known to 
reign in the Society. I have never read that ſhe 
was included by Name in the general Scandal of 
the Society, and therefore am cautious not to 
bring any Accuſations againſt her. Our Saviour 


ſays, No one hath condemned thee, neither do I condemn 


thee. 
Heloiſe, at her © LomlY from the Convent of 


Argentueil, applied to her Huſband ; who, by Per- 


miſſion of the Biſhop of Troies, gave her the Houſe 
and Chapel of the Paraclete, with its Appenda- 
ges; and placing there ſome Nuns, founded a 
| Nunnety. Pope Innocent II. confirmed this Dona» 
tion in the Year 1131. This is the Origin of be 
Abby of the Paraclete, of which Halaiſe was the but 


Abbels, Whatever her Conduct was among on. 
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licentious Nuns of Argentueil, tis certain ſhe lived 
ſo regular in this her new and laſt Retreat, and be- 
haved herſelf with that Prudence, Zeal, and Piety, 
that ſhe won the Hearts of all the World, and in a. 
ſmall Time had Abundance of Donations. Abelard 
himſelf ſays, ſhe had more in one Year, than he 
could have expected in all his Life, had he lived 
there, The Biſhops loved her as their Child, the 
Abbeſles as their Siſter, and the World as their. 
Mother. It muſt be owned ſome Women have had 
wonderful Talents for exciting Chriſtian Charity. 
The Abbeſſes which ſucceeded He/cz/e have often 
been of the greateſt Families in the Kingdom. 
There. is a Liſt of them in the Notes of Andrew du 


Chene upon Abelard's Works, from the Time of the 


Foundation in 1130, to 1615; but he has not 
thought fit to take Notice of Jane Chabot, who died 
the 25th af June 1593, and profeſſed the Proteſtant 
Religion, yet without marrying, or quitting her 
Habit, though ſhe was driven from her Abby. 


After Abelard had ſettled Heloije here, he made * 


frequent Journeys from Britany to Champain, to take 
Care of the Intereſt of this riſing Houſe, and to 
eaſe himſelf from the Vexations of his own Abby. 


But Slander ſo perpetually followed this unhappy - 


Man, that though his preſent Condition was univer- 


ſally known, he was reproached with a remaining | 
voluptuous Paſſion for his former Miſtreſs. , He 


complains of his hard Uſage in one of his Letters ; 


but-comforts. himſelf by the Example of St. Jerom, 
whoſe Friendſhip. with Paula occaſioned Scandal 


oo 3 and e ke "—_ confuted their Ca- 
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Where he continued a long Time without her hear- 
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limny, by remarking that even the moſt jealous 


commit their Wives to the Cuſtody of Eunuchs. 


The Thing which gives the greateſt Handle to 


ſuſpect Heloi/e's Prudence, and that Abelard did not 
think himſelf ſafe with her, is his making a Reſo- 
lution to ſeparate himſelf for ever from her. Du- 
ring his being employed in eſtabliſhing this new 
Nunnery, and in ordering their Affairs, as well 
Temporal as Spiritual, he was diligent in perſuad- 
ing her by frequent and pious Admonitions to ſuch 
a Separation ; and infiſted that in order to make 
their Retirement and Penitence more profitable, it 
was abſolutely neceſſary they ſhould ſeriouſly en- 


deavour to forget each other, and for the future 


think of nothing but God. When he had given 
her Direction for her owt Conduct, and Rules for 
the Management of the Nuns, he took his laſt 
Leave of her and returned to his Abby. in Britany, 


ing any Mention of him. 


* 


By Chance a Letter he wrote to one of his Friends 
to comfort him under ſome Diſgraces, wherein he 
had given him a long Account of all che Perſecu- 


tions he himſelf had ſuffered, fell into Heloi/e's * 


Hands. She knew by the Superſcription from 
whom it came, and her Curioſity made her open it; 
the reading the Particulars of a Story ſhe was fo 

much concerned in renewed all her Paſſion, and'ſhe 
| hence took an Occafion to write to him, complzin- 
ing of his long Silence. Abelard could not farbear 
. - anſwering her; this occaſioned the ſever Letts 
| between chem which follow this N ; adde 


e 


ABEL ARD ard HELOTSE. 
theſe we may obſerve how high a Woman is cap#- 


ble of raifing the Sentiments of her Heart, when 
| poſſeſſed of a great deal of Wit and Learning, 


well as a moſt violent Love. 

I ſhall not tire the Reader with any further Re. 
flections on the Letters of theſe two Lovers, but 
leave them entirely to his own Judgment : only re- 
marking, that he onght not to be ſurpriſed to find 
Heloiſe's more tender, paſſionate, and expreflive 
than thoſe of Abelard She was younger, and con- 


ſequently more ardent than he. The ſad Condi» 


tion he was in had not altered her Love. Beſides, 
ſhe retired only in Complaiſance to a Man ſhe 


blindly yielded to; and, reſolved to preſerve her 


Fidelity inviolable, ſhe ſtrove to eonquer her De- 
ſires, and make a Virtue of Neceſſity, But the 
Weakneſs of her Sex continually returned, and ſhe 
felt the Force of Love in Spite of all Reſiſtance. It 


was not the ſame with Abelard; for though it was a 
Miſtake to think, that by not being in a Condition 
of ſatisfying his Paſſion, he was, as Heloi/e imagi- 


ned, wholly. delivered from the Thorn of Senſuali- 
ty; yet he was truly ſorry for the Diſorders of his 


paſt Life, he was ſincerely penitent, and therefore 
his Letters are leſs violent and paſſionate than thoſe 


of Heloife. 


About Ten Years after Abelard had retired to his 


Abby, where Study was his chief Bufineſs, his 
Enemies, who had reſolved to perſecute him to the 


laſt, were careful not to let him enjoy the Eafe df 
Retirement: They thought he was not ſufficiently- 
plagued with his Monks, and therefore brovght a 
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new Proceſs of Hereſy againſt him before the Arch- 
biſhop of Sens. He deſired he might have the Li- 
berty of defending his Doctrine before a publick 
Aſſembly, and it was granted him. Upon this 
Account the Council of Sent was aſſembled, in 
which Louis the VIIth aſſiſted in Perſon, in the 
Year 1140. St. Bernard was the Accuſer, and de- 
livered to the Aſſembly ſome Propoſitions drawn 
from Abelard's Book, which were read in the Coun- 
cil. This Accuſation gave Abelard ſuch Fears, 
and was managed with ſuch inveterate Malice by 
his Enemies, and with ſuch great Unfairneſs in 
drawing Conſequences he never thought of ; that 
imggining he had Friends at Rome who would pro- 
tect his Innocence, he made an Appeal to the Pope. 
The Council, notwithſtanding his Appeal, con- 
denined his Book, but did not meddle with his Per- 
ſon; and gave an Account of the whole Proceed- 
ing to Pope Innocent II; praying him to confirm 
their Sentence. St. Bernard had been ſo early in 
prepoſſeſſing the Pontiff, that he got the Sentence 
confirmed before Abelard heard any thing of it, or 
had any Time to preſent himſelf before the Tribu- 
nal, to which he had appealed. His Holineſs or- 
dered beſides, that Abelard*s Books ſhould be burnt, 
himſelf confined, and for ever prohibited from 
teaching. 
This Paſſage of St. Bernard's Life is not 3 
for the Honour of his Memory: And whether he 
took the Trouble himſelf to extract the condemhed 
Propoſitions from Abelard's Works, or intruſted it 
to another Hand, tis certain the Paper he gave in 
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contained many Things which Abelard never wrote, 
and others which he did not mean in the Senſe im- 
puted to him, 

When a few particular 1 are aged too 
rigidly, and unthought-of Conſequences drawn 
from ſome Aſſertions, and no Regard is had to the 
general Intent and Scope of an Author, it is no dif- 
ficult Matter to find Errors in any Book, For this 


Reaſon PBeranger of Poitiers, Abelard's Scholar, de- 


fended his Maſter againſt St. Bernard, telling him, 
he ought not to perſecute others, whoſe own Wri- 
tings were not exempt from Errors ; demonſtrating 
that he himſelf had advanced a Poſition, which he 


would not have failed to have inſerted in his Extra& 
as a monſtrous Doctrine, if he had found it in the | 


Writings of Abelard. 

Some Time after Abelard's 3 the 
Pope was appeaſed, at the Solicitation of the Abbot 
of Clugni, who received this unfortunate Gentle- 
man in his Monaſtery with great Humanity, recon- 
ciled him with St. Bernard, and admitted him to be 
a Religious of his Society. 


This was Abelard's laſt Retirement, in which he 


found all Manner of Kindneſs ; he read Lectures to 
the Monks, and was equally humble and laborious. 


At laſt growing weak, and afflited with a Compli- > 
cation of Diſeaſes, he was ſent to the Priory of St. 


Marcel upon the Saone, near Chalons, a very agreea» 


ble Place, where he died the 21ſt of April, 1142, 
in the: 63d Year of his Age. His Corpſe was Wo 


to the Chapel of the Paraclete, to Helaiſe, to. be 


inn}, according | to her former Requeſt of him, 
E 2 jo EY and 
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and to bis own Desire. The Abbot of Clugni, 
when he ſent the Body to Helei/e, according to the 
Cuſtom of thoſe Times, ſent with it an Ahſolution 
to be fixed together with his Epitaph on his Grave- 
Kone, which Abſolution was as follows. | 

J Peter Abbot of Clugni, having received Father 
Abelatd into the Number of my Religious, and now 
given Leave that his Body be privately conveyed to the 
Abby of the Paraclete, 10 be diſpoſed of by Heloiſe, 
Abbeſs of the ſame Abbey; do by the Authority of God 
and all the Saints, abſolve the ſaid Abelard from all 
his Sins *, | 

Heloiſe, who ſurvived him twenty Years, had all 
the Leiſure that could be to effect the Cure of her 
* unhappy Paſſion. Alas! ſhe was very long about 
it! She paſt the reſt of her Days like a religious 
and devout Abbeſs, frequent in Prayer, and entire. 
ly employed in the Regulation of her Society. She 
loved Study, and being Miſtreſs of the learned 
Languages, the Latin, Greek, and Hebrew, ſhe was 
eſteemed a Miracle of Learning, Abelard, in a 
Letter he wrote to the Religious of his new Houſe, 
ſays expreſly, that Heloiſe underſtood theſe three 
Languages. The Abbot of Clugni likewiſe, in a 
Letter he wrote to her, tells her, ſhe excelled in 
Learning not only all her Sex, but the greateſt 


_—_— 


—— 


Ego Petras Cluniacenſis Abbas, gui Pet. Alælardum in Me- 
nacum Cluniacenſem recepi, & corpus ejus furtim delatum Huloiſſa 
Asbatiſſæ & Monialibus Paracleti conceſſi, Autboritate omnipbten- 
tis Dei & omnium * abſolvo cum pro officio ab omvnibis 


Pereatix ſuis, 2 2 834. 
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Part of Men . And in the Calendar of the Houſe 
of the Paraclete, ſhe is recorded in theſe Words: 
Heloiſe, Mother and firſt Abbeſi of this Place, famous 
for her Learning and Religion. I maſt not here pas 
by a Cuſtom the Religious of the Paraclete now 
have, to commemorate how learned . their firſt Ab- 
beſs was in the Greek, which is, that every Year on 
the Day of Pentecoſt they perform Divine Service in 
the Greek Tongue. What a ridiculous Vanity! 

Francis D' Amboiſe tells us, how ſubtilly one Day 
| the ſatisfied St. Bernard, upon his afking her, why 
in her Abby, when they gecited the Lord's Prayer, 
they did riot ſay, Give us this Day our DAI LV 
Bread, but Give us this Day our SUPERSUBSTANs 
TIAL Bread, by an Argument drawn from the 
Originals, affirming we ought to follow the Greek 
Verſion of the Goſpel St. Matthew wrote in He- 
brew. Without Doubt it was not a little ſurpriſing 
to St. Bernard, to hear a Woman poſe , him in 
a Controverſy, by citing a Greek Text. "is true; - 
ſome Authors ſay Abelard made this Anſwer ta St. 
Bernard, after hearing from Helviſe, that Objects 
were made to that Form of Prayer. However the 
Caſe was, a Woman with a ſmall Competency of 
Learning, might in thoſe Times paſs for a Miractey -, - -7 
and though ſhe might not equal thoſe Deſeriptions 
which have been given of her, yet ſhe m Leon 88 
edly be placed in the Rank of Women of de ib 
eſt — Nor was ſhe leſs remarkable e : 
WA" 
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Piety, Patience, and Reſignation, during her Sick- 
neſſes, in the latter Part of her Life. She died the 
17th of May, 1163. Tis ſaid ſhe deſired to be 
buried in the ſame Tomb with her Abelard, though 
that probably was not executed. Francis D' Amboi/e 
ſays, he ſaw at the Convent the Tombs of the 
Founder and Foundreſs near together. However, 
a Manuſcript of Tours give us an Account of an ex- 
traordinary Miracle which happened when Abelard's 
Grave was opened ſor Heloi/e's Body, namely, that 
Abelard ſtretched out his Arms to receive her, and 
embraced her cloſely ; thopgh there were twenty 
good Years paſſed fince he died, But that is a ſmall 
Matter to a Writer of Miracles. 

I ſhall conclude this Hiſtory with an Epitaph on 
Abelard, which the Abbot of Clugni ſent Heloi/e, 
and which is now to be read on his Tomb ; it hath 
nothing in it delicate either for Thought or Lan- 
guage, and will ſcarcely bear a Tranſlation. It is 
only added here for the Sake of the Curious, and 
as an Inftance of the Reſpect paid to the Memory 
of ſo great a Man , and one whom Envy had loaded 
with the greateſt Defamations. 


| P ETRUS in hac petra latitat, quem mundus 
Homerum 

Clamabat, fed jam fidera fidus habent. 

Sol erat hic Gallis; ſed eum jam fata tulerunt : 

Ergo caret Regio Gallica Sole ſuo, 

Le ſciens quid quid fuit ulli ſcibile, vicit 
 Artifices, artes abſque docente docens, 

2 | _ Unietime 
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Undecime Maij Petrum rapuere Calendæ. 
Privantes Logices atria Rege ſuo. 


ER ſatis, in tumulo Petrus hic jacit * 
Cui ſoli patuit ſcibili quid oy et. 


Que Socrates, Plato maximus Heſperiarum 
Nofter Ariftoteles, Logicis ( quicumgu? * 
Aut par aut melior; fludiorum cognitus Orbi 
Princeps, ingenio varius, ſubtilis & acer. 
Omnia vi ſuperans rationis & arte loquendi 4H 
Abelardus erat. Sed nunc magis omnia vincit, 
Cum Cluni acen ſem Monacum, moremque profeſſus, 
Ad Chriſti veram tranfivit Philoſophiam, 
In qua longeve bene complens ultima vite, 
Philoſophis guandoguè Bonis ſe connumerandum 
Spem dedit, undenas Maio renovants Cc alendas. 
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3D 2  AnzLand to Pai ino 


I: 


ET may. be Gly to acquaint the Shade; that the folloæu- 

1 Letter was written by Abelard to a Friend, to 
comfort him under ſome Aictions which had befallen 
"him, by 4 Recital of bis on Sufferings, which had . 


deen much heavier. Ir contains a particular Account 


5 if bis Amour with Heloiſe, and the unbappy Conſe- 
 Qhencrs of it. This Letter was written ſeveral Ye ears 
after Abelard's' * from Heloiſe, TY © 


0 . 
. ” 
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9 H E laſt Time we were together, Philintus, you: 
gave me a melancholy Account of your Misfor-. . 
tunes; ; J was ſenfibly touched with the Relation, 


d Ad a true F riend bore a + Share 3 in. your Griefs,. > 


os I 


j "* * 
99S * 


* 


6 
W444 
< 


e eee eee . K. 2 HESS && S8 4 


- 
5 . 
P 
: % 
- ö p 
* * 
* — 
. ” 
* 
* 
4 
* , 
0 
1 
; * 
— 
- 
* 
. 
. 
* , 
wo 7 
- FJ _ 1 * 
* 2 % 4 
' wo 
„ « 
I, . FRE. 
P 4 : 4 
. bo 4. eb 
* 4 * * 
» _ 1 
— 4 
A 
A 4 
I * 
, 
- = Y * 
0 > 
* 4 
, — * 
. 
" 
. 
* 
* 
4 U 
5 * L 
* 


s © 


— 
— . 


. 
_ — IS  R—— ——_— 


ABBLARD # PHILINTUS. 55 
What did I not fay to ſtop your Tears? I laid 


before you all the Reaſons Philoſophy could fur. < 


niſh, which I thought might any ways ſoften the 
Strokes of Fortune : But all theſe Endeavours have 
proved uſeleſs : Grief I perceive has wholly feized 
your Spirits; and your Prudence, far from aſtifting, 
ſeems quite to have forſaken you. But my ſkilful 
Friendſhip has found out an Expedient to relieve 
you. Attend to me a Moment, hear but the Story 
of my Misfortunes; and yours, Philintus, will be 
nothing, if you compare them with thoſe of the lo- 
ving and unhappy Abelard. Obſerve, I'beſeech you, 
at what Expence J endeavour to ſerve you; and 
think this no ſmall Mark of my Affection; for I am 


going to preſent you with the Relation of ſuch Par- 
ticulars as it is im poſſible for me to recotle& without 


piereing my Heart with the moſt ſenſible Affliction. 
You know the Place where I was born, but not 


perhaps that I was born with thoſe complexional © SY 


| Faults which Strangers charge upon our Nation, an 
extreme Lightneſs of Temper, and great Inconſtancy. 
I frankly own it, and ſhall be as fr) to acquaint you 
with thoſe good Qualities which were -vbſerved” in 
me. I had a natural Vivacity and Aptneſs for alt 
the polite Arts. My F ather was a Gentleman, and 
a Man of good Parts ; he loved the Wars, but differed 
in his Sentiments from many who follow that Pro- 
feſſion. He thought it no Praiſe to be illiterate. ; P 
but in the Camp he knew how to converſe ax: the | 
ſame Time with the Muſes and Bellona. He was the 
| ſame in the Management of his Family, and took 
equal yore to form his Children to the Study of 
| Polite 
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Polite Learning, as to their Military Exerciſes. As 
I was his eldeſt, and conſequently his favourite Son, 
he took more than ordinary Care of my Education. 
I had a natural Genius to Study, and made an ex- 
traordinary Progreſs in it. Smitten with the Love of 
Books, and the Praiſes which on all Sides were 
beſtowed upon me, I aſpired to no Reputation, but 
what proceeded from Learning, To my Brothers 
I left the Glory of Battles, and the Pomp of Tri- 
umphs ; nay more, I yielded them up my Birth- 
right and Patrimony. I knew Neceſſity was the 
great Spur to Study, and was afraid I ſhould not 
merit the Title of Learned, if I diſtinguiſhed my- 
ſelf from others by nothing but a more plentiful For- 
tune. Of all the Sciences, Logick was the moſt to 
my Taſte. Such were the Arms I choſe to profeſs. 

Furniſhed with the Weapons of Reaſoning, I took 
Pleaſure in going to public Diſputations, to win 
Trophies; and wherever I heard that this Art 
flouriſhed, I ranged, like another Alexander, from 
Province to Province, to ſeek new Adverſaries, 
with whom I might try my Strength. 

The Ambition I had to become formidable in 
Logick led me at laſt to Paris, the Center of Polite- 
neſs, and where the Science I was ſo ſmitten with, 
had uſually been in the greateſt Perfection. I put 
myſelf under the DireQion of one Champeaux a Pro- 
feſſor, who had acquired the Character of the moſt 
ſkilful Philoſopher of his Age, by negative Excellen- 
cics only, by being the leaſt Ignorant. He received 
me with great Demonſtrations of Kindneſs, but I 
was not ſo happy as to pleaſe him long: I was too 
knowing 
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knowing in the Subjects he diſcourſed upon; I 
often confuted his Notions ; often in our Diſputa- 
tions I puſhed a good Argument fo home, that all his 
Subtilty was not able to elude its Force. It was im- 
poſſible he ſhouldiſee himſelf ſurpaſſed by his ®:holar 
without Reſentment. It is ſometimes dangerous to 
have too much Merit. 

Envy increaſed againſt me proportionably to my 
Reputation. My Enemies endeavoured to interrupt 
my Progreſs, but their Malice only provoked my 
Courage. And meaſuring my Abilities by the Jea- - 
louſy I had raiſed, I thought I had no farther Occa- 
ſion for. Champeaux's Lectures, but rather that I was 
ſufficiently qualified to read to others. I ſtood for a 
Place which was vacant at Melun. My Maſter uſed 
all his Artifice to defeat my Hopes, but in vain ; and 
on this Occaſion, I triumphed over his Cunning, 
as before I had done over his Learning. My Lectures 
were always crowded, and my Beginnings ſo fortu- 
nate, that I entirely obſcured the Renown of my fa- 
mous Maſter, Fluſhed with theſe happy Conqueſts, 
I removed to Corbeil, to attack the Maſters there, 
and ſo eſtabliſh my Character of the ableſt Logi- 
cian. The Violence of travelling threw me into a 
dangerous Diſtemper, and not being able to recover” 
my Strength, my Phyſicians, who perhaps were in 4 
League with Champeaux, adviſed me to remove to my 
native Air. Thus I voluntarily baniſhed myſelf for 
ſome Years. I leave you to imagine whether my 
Abſence was not regretted by the better Sort. At 
length I recovered my Health, when I receive 
News that my greateſt Adverſary * taken the Ha- 

bit 
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bit of a Monk; you may think it was an Act of 
Penitence for having perſecuted me; quite contrary, 
*twas Ambition; he reſolved to raiſe himſelf to ſome 
Church Dignity, therefore fell into the beaten Track, 
and took on him the Garb of feigned Auſterity; for 
this is the eaſieſt and ſhorteſt Way to the higheſt Ec- 
clefiaſtical Dignities, His Wiſhes were ſucceſsful, 
and he obtained a Biſhoprick : Yet did he not quit 
Paris, and the Care of the Schools : He went to his 
Dioceſe to gather in his Revenues, but returned and 
paſſed the Reſt of his Time in reading Lectures to 
thoſe few Pupils which followed him. After this 
I often engaged with him, and may reply to you as 
Ajax did to the Greeks ; 


FT you demand the Fortune of that Day 

When ftaked on this right Hand your Honours lay, 
IT J did not oblige the Foe to yield, 
Yet did I never baſely quit the Field. 


About this Time my Father Beranger, who to the 
Age of Sixty had lived very agreeably, retired from 
the World, and ſhut himſelf up in a Cloiſter, where 
he offered up to Heaven the languid Remains of a 
Life he could make no farther Uſe of. My Mother, 
who was yet young, took the, ſame Reſolution. She 
turned a Religious, but did not entirely abandon 
the Satisfactions of Life. Her Friends were con- 
tinually at the Grate. And the Monaſtery, when 
one has an Inclination to make it ſo, is exceeding 
charming and pleaſant, I was preſent when my 
Mother was profeſſed. At my Return I reſolved'to 
ſtudy 
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ſtudy Divinity, and inquired for a Director in that 
Study. I was recommended to one Auſelm, the very 
Oracle of his Time; but to give you my own Opi- 
nion, one more venerable for his Age and Wrin- 
kles, than for his Genius or Learning. If you con- 
ſulted him upon any Difficulty, the ſure Conſequence 
was to be much more uncertain in the Point. They 
who only ſaw him admired him, but thoſe who rea- 
ſoned with him were extremely diſſatisfied, He was 
a great Maſter of Words, and talked much, but 
meant nothing. His Diſcourſe was a Fire, which 
inſtead of enlightening obſcured everyThing with its 
Smoke; a Tree beautified with Variety of Leaves 
and Branches, but barren. I came to him with a 
Deſire to learn, but found him like the Fig-tree in 
the Goſpel, or the old Oak to which Lacan com- 
pares Pompey. I continued not long underneath 
his Shadow. I took for my Guides the Primitive 
Fathers, and boldly launched into the Ocean of the 
Holy Scriptures. In a ſhort Time I made ſuch a | 
Progreſs, that others choſe me for their Director. 
The Number of my Scholars was incredible, and 
the Gratuities 1 received from them were anſwerable 
to the great Reputation I had acquired. Now I 
found myſelf ſafe in the Harbour, the Storms were 
| Paſſed, and the Rage of my Enemies had ſpent itſelf 
without Effect. Happy, had I known to make a 
right Uſe of this Calm! But when the Mind is moſt 
eaſy, tis moſt expoſed to Love, and even . 
here is the moſt dangerous State. = 
And now, my Friend, I am going to expoſe to 

you Ar Woke. All Men, Ibelieve, are under 

a Neceſſii 
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a Neceſſity of paying Tribute, at ſome Time or 
other, to Love, and it is vain to ſtrive to avoid it, 


I was a Philoſopher, yet this Tyrant of the Mind 
triumphed over all my Wiſdom ; his Darts were of 


greater Force than all my Reaſonings, and with 
a ſweet Conſtraint he led me whither he pleaſed. 
Heaven, amidſt an Abundance of Bleſſings with 
which I was intoxicated, threw in a heavy Affliction. 
I became a moſt ſignal Example of its Vengeance; 
and the more unhappy, becauſe, having deprived me 
of the Means of accompliſhing my Satisfaction, it 
left me to the Fury of my criminal Deſires. I will 
tell you, my dear Friend, the Particulars of my 
Story, and leave you to judge whether I deſerved fo 
ſevere a Correction. 

I had always an Averſion for thoſe light Women, 
whom it is a Reproach to purſue ; I was ambitious 
in my Choice, and wiſhed to find ſome Obſtacles, 
that I might ſurmount them with the greater Glory 
and Pleaſure. 

There was in Paris a young Creature (ah PZ:lin- 
tus J) formed in a Prodigality of Nature, to ſhew 
Mankind a finiſhed Compoſition ; dear Heloi/e / the 
reputed Niece of one Fulbert, a Canon. Her Wit 
and her Beauty would have fired the dulleſt and moſt 
inſenſible Heart; and her Education was equally ad- 
mirable. Heloiſe was Miſtreſs of the moſt polite 
Arts. You may eaſily imagine, that this did not 
a little help to captivate me: I ſaw her, I loved 
her : I reſolved to endeavour to engage her Aﬀec- 
tions. The Thirſt of Glory cooled immediately in 


my Heart, and all my Paſſions were loſt- in this 


new 
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new one. I thought of nothing but Heloiſe; every 


Thing brought her Image to my Mind. I was 
penſive, reſtleſs, and my Paſſion was ſo violent as 
to admit of no Reſtraint. I was always vain and 
preſumptive ; I flattered myſelf already with the 
moſt bewitching Hopes. My Reputation had ſpread 
itſelf every where; and could a virtuous Lady re- 
ſit a Man that had confounded all the Learned of 
the Age ? I was young —— could ſhe ſhew an In- 
ſenſibility to thoſe Vows which my Heart never 
formed for any but herſelf? My Perſon was ad- 
vantageous enough, and by my Dreſs no one would 
have ſuſpeted me for a Doctor; and Dreſs, you 
know, is not a little engaging with Women, Be- 
fides, I had Wit enough to write a Billet-doux, and 
hoptd, if ever ſhe permitted my abſent Self to en- 
tertain her, ſhe would read with Pleaſure thoſe 
Breathings of my Heart. 

Filled with theſe Notions, I thought of nothing 
but the Means to ſpeak to her. Lovers either find 
or make all Things eaſy. By the Offices of com. 
mon Friends, I gained the Acquaintance of Fu/- 
bert. And can you believe it, Ph:lintus ? he allowed 
me the Privilege of his Table, and an Apartment 
in his Houſe. I paid him indeed a conſiderable 
Sum, for Perſons of his Character do nothing with- 
out Money, But what would I not have given? 
You, my dear Friend, know what Love is; imagine 
then what a Pleaſure it muſt have been to a Heart 
ſo inflamed as mine, to be always ſo near the dear 
Object of Defire ? I would not have exchanged my 
happy Condition for that of the greateſt Monarch 
upon Earth. I ſaw Heloiſe, I ſpoke to her — each 
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Action, each confuſed Look, told her the Trouble of 
my Soul. And ſhe, on the other Side, gave me Ground 
to hope for every Thing from her Generoſity. Fulbert 
deſired me to inſtruct her in Philoſophy ; by this 
Means I found Opportunities of being in private 
with her, and yet I was ſure of all Men the moſt 
timorous in declaring my Paſſion. 

As I was with her one Day alone, Charming 
Heloiſe, ſaid I bluſhing, if you know yourſelf, you 
will not be ſurprized with that Paſſion you have in- 
ſpired me with. Uncommon as it is, I can expreſs 
it but with the common Terms I love you, ado- 


rable Haloiſe Till now I thought Philoſophy made 


us Maſters of all our Pafſions, and that it was a Re- 
fuge from the Storms in which weak Mortals are 
toſſed and ſhipwrecked : But you have deſtroyed my 
Security, and broken this philoſophic Courage. I 
have deſpiſed Riches : Honour and its Pageantries 
could never raiſe a weak Thought in me : Beauty 
alone has fired my Soul ; happy if ſhe who raiſed 
this Paſhon, kindly receives the Declaration; but 
if it is an Offence No, replied Heloi/e ; ſhe 
muſt be very ignorant of your Merit, who can be of- 
fended at your Paſſion. But for my own Repoſe, I 
wiſh either that you had not made this Declaration, 
or that I were at Liberty not to ſuſpe& your Since- 
rity. Ah ! divine Heloiſe, ſaid I, flinging myſelf at her 
Feet, I ſwear by yourſelf ——1 was going on to con- 
vince her of the Truth of my Paſſion, but heard a 
Noiſe, and it was Fulbert : There was no avoiding 
it, but I muſt do a Violence to my Deſire, and 
change the Diſcourſe to ſome other Subjek. Af- 
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ter this, I found. frequent Opportunities to free 
Heloiſe from thoſe Suſpicions, which the general 
Inſincerity of Men had raiſed in her; and ſhe too 
much deſired what I ſaid were Truth, not to be- 
lieve it. Thus there was a moſt happy Underſtand- 
ing between us. The ſame Houſe, the ſame Love, 
united our Perſons and our Deſires. How many ſoft 
Moments did we paſs together? We took all Op- 
portunities to expreſs to each other our mutual Af- 
fections, and were ingenious in contriving Incidents 
which might give us a plauſible Occaſion of meet- 
ing. Pyramis and Thifbe's Diſcovery of the Crack in 
the Wall, was but a ſlight Repreſentation of our 
Love and its Sagacity. In the Dead of Night, when. 
Fulbert and his Domeſticks were in a ſound Sleep, 
we improved the Time, proper to the ſweet Thefts 
of Love: Not contenting ourſelves, like thoſe un- 
fortunate Lovers, with giving inſipid Kiſſes to a 
Wall, we made uſe of all the Moments of our charm- 
ing Interviews. In the Place where we met we had 
no Lions to fear, and the Study of Philoſophy ſerved 
us for a Blind. But I was fo far-from making any 
Advances in the Sciences, that I loſt all my Taſte of 
them, and when I was obliged to go from the Sight 
of my dear Miſtreſs to my philoſophical Exerciſes, _ 
'twas with the utmoſt Regret and Melancholy. 
Love 1s incapable of being concealed ; a Word, a 
Look, nay Silence ſpeaks it, My Scholars diſeover- 
ed it firſt ; they ſaw 1 had no longer that Vivacity of 
Thought to which all Things were eaſy : I could 
now do nothing but write Verſes to ſooth my Paſ- | 
lon ;T quitted fete and his dry Maxims, to prac= oh 
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tiſe the Precepts of the more ingetiious Ovid. No 
Day paſſed in which I did not compoſe amorous 
Verſes. | Love was my inſpiring Apollo. My Songs 
were ſpread abroad, and gained me frequent Ap- 
plauſes. Thoſe who were in Love as I was, took a 
Pride in learning them ; and by luckily applying my 
Thoughts and Verſes, have obtained Favours, which 
perhaps they could not otherwiſe have gained: This 
gave our Amours ſuch an Eclat, that the Loves of 
Heloiſe and Abelard were the Subject of all Conver- 
fations. 

The Town-talk at laſt reached Fulbert's Ears; 
it was with great Difficulty he gave Credit to what 
he heard, for he loved his Niece, and was prejudiced 
in my Favour; but upon cloſer Examination, he 
began to be leſs ineredulous. He ſurpriſed us in one 

' wef our more ſoft Converſations. How fatal ſome- 
. times are the Conſequences of Curiofity © The Anger 
of Fulbert ſeemed too moderate on this Occaſion, 
and I feared in the End ſome more heavy Revenge. 
It is impoſſible ro expreſs the Grief and Regret 
which filled my Soul, when I was obliged to leave 
the Canon's Houſe and my dear Heloi/e. But this 
Separation of our Perſons the more firmly united 
our Minds; and the deſperate Condition we were 
reduced to, made us capable of attempting any 
Thing. x _— 

My Intrigues gave me but little Shame, ſo loving- 
ly did I eſteem the Occaſion : Think what the gay 
young Divinittes ſaid, when Vulcan caught Mars and 

the Goddeſs of Beauty in his Net, and impute'it all 
to me. Fulbert ſurpriſed me with Heloiſe, and what 
a f Man 
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Man that had a Soul in him would not have borne 
any Ignominy on the ſame Conditions? The next 
Day I provided myſelf with a private Lodging near 
the loved Houſe, being reſolved not to abandon my 
Prey. T continued ſome Time without appearing 
publickly. Ah how long did thoſe few Moments 
ſeem to me ! When we fall from a State of Happi- 
neſs, with what Impatience do we bear our Misfor- 
tunes! : 
It being impoſũble that I could live olive ſee- 
ing H:lojſe, 1 endeavoured to engage her Servant, 
whoſe Name was Agaton, in my Intereſt ; She was 
brown, well ſhaped, of a Perſon ſuperior to the or- 
dinary Rank; her Features regular, and her Eyes 
ſparkling; fit to raiſe Love in any Man whoſe Heart 
was not prepoſſeſſed by another Paſſion. I met her 
alone, and intreated her to have Pity on a diſtreſſed 
Lover. She anſwered, ſhe would undertake any 
Thing to ſerve me, but there was a Reward —— at 
theſe Words I opened my Purſe, and ſhewed the 
ſhining Metal, which lays aſleep Guards, forces a. 
Way through Rocks, and ſoftens the Hearts of the 
moſt obdurate Fair. You are miſtaken, ſaid the, 
ſmiling and ſhaking her Head — you do not know 
me; could Gold tempt me, a rich Abbot takes his 
nightly Station, and ſings under my Window; he 
offers to ſend me to his Abby, which, he *r is 
ſituate in the moſt pleaſant Country in the World. 
A Courtier offers me a conſiderable Sum, and aſſures 
me I need have no Apprehenſions; for if our A- 
mours have Conſequences, he will marry me to his 
Gentleman, and give him a handſome Employment, 
MS 1 3 
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To ſay nothing of a young Officer, who patroles about 
here every Night, and makes his Attacks after all 
imaginable Forms. It muſt be Love only which 
could oblige him to follow me ; for I have not, like 
your great Ladies, any Rings or Jewels to tempt him : 
Yet during all his Siege of Love, his Feather and his 
embroidered Coat have not made any Breach in my 
Heart: I ſhall not quickly be brought to capitulate ; 


I am too faithful to my firſt Conqueror — and then 
ſhe looked earneſtly on me. I anſwered, I did not 
_ underſtand her Diſcourſe. She replied, For a Man 
of Senſe and Gallantry, you have a very flow Ap- 
prehenſion; I am in Love with you, Abelard; I 
know you adore Heloi/e, I do not blame you; I de- 
fire only to enjoy the ſecond Place in your Aﬀec- 
tions; I have a tender Heart, as well as my Miſtreſs ; 
ane without Difficulty make Returns to my 
aſſion; do not perplex yourſelf with unfaſhionable 
Scraples : A prudent Man ought to love ſeveral at 


tte ſame Time; if one ſhould fail, he is not then 


left unprovided. 

Lou cannot imagine, Philintus, how much I was 
ſurpriſed at theſe Words ; ſo entirely did I love He- 

loiſe, that without reflecting whether Agaton ſpoke 

any Thing reaſonable or not, I immediately left her. 


When I had gone a little Way from her, I looked 


back, and ſaw her biting her Nails in the Rage of 
_ Diſappointment, which made me fear ſome fatal 
_ Conſequences. She haſtened to Fulbert, and told him 
the Offer I had made her, but I ſuppoſe concealed 
£ 1 Part of the Story. The Canon nevet ſor- 
3 . | _ gave 
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gave this Affront; I afterwards perceived he was 
more deeply concerned for his Niece, than I at firſt 
imagined, Let no Lover hereafter follow my Exam- 
ple: A Woman rejected is an outrageous Creature. 
Agaton was Day and Night at her Window, on Pur- 
poſe to keep me at a Diſtance from her Miſtreſs, and 
ſo gave her own Gallants Opportunity enough to 
diſplay their ſeveral Abilities. 

I was infinitely perplexed what Courſe to uhh 
at laſt I applied myſelf to my Heloiſe's Singing- 
maſter. The ſhining Metal, which had no Effect on 


Agaton, charmed him; he was excellently qualified 


for conveying a Billet, with the greateſt Dexterity 
and Secrecy. He delivered one of mine to Heloifo, 
who, according to my Appointment, was ready at 


the End of a Garden, the Wall of which I ſcaled by — 


a Ladder of Ropes. I confeſs to you all my Failings, 


Philintus. How would my Enemies, Champeaux and. 
Anſelm, have triumphed, had they ſeen the redoubted 
Philoſopher in ſuch a wretched Condition ? Wel 
I met my Soul's Joy, my Heloi/e ; I ſhall not de 
ſcribe our Tranſports, they were not long; for the 

firſt News Heloiſe acquainted me with, plupged me 
in a thouſand Diſtractions. A floating Delos Was to 

be ſought for, where ſhe might be ſafely delivered Eva 
preenely 5 
quit the Canon's Houſe, and at Break of Day A 
for 2 ; where ſhe, like another 5 2 


of a Burthen ſhe began already to feel. 
loling much Time in debating, I made her 
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upon Fulbert. It filled him with the deepeſt Concern, 
and had like to have deprived him of all' the little 
Share of Wit which Heaven had allowed him. His 
Sorrow and Lamentation gave the Cenſorious an Oc- 
caſion of ſuſpecting him for ſomething more than 
the Uncle of Heloiſe. 

In ſhort, I began to pity his Misfortune, and to 
think this Robbery which Love had made me com- 
mit was a Sort of Treaſon. I endeavoured to ap- 
peaſe his Anger by a ſincere Confeſſion of all that 
was paſt, and by hearty Engagements to marry 
Heloiſe ſecretly. He gave me his Conſent, and with 
many Proteſtations and Embraces confirmed our 
Reconciliation. But what Dependance can be made 
on the Word of an ignorant Devotee. He was only 
Plotting a cruel - as you will ſee by what 
| follows. 

I took a Journey into Binary. in order to bring 
back my dear Helei/e, whom I now conſidered as my 
Wife. When I had acquainted her with what had 
paſſed between the Canon and me, I found ſhe was 
of a contrary Opinion to me. She urged all that 
Was poflible to divert me from Marriage: That it 
Was a Bond always fatal to a Philoſopher ; that the 
Cries of Children and Cares of a Family were ut- 
terly inconſiſtent with the Tranquillity'and Applica- 


tion which the Study of Philoſophy required. She 
A quoted to me all that was written on the Subject by 
E 2 en braſtus, Cicero, and above all inſiſted on the un- 


nate Socrates, who quitted Life with Joy, be- 
-"eauſe by that Means heleft Xantippe. Will it not be 
ups agreeable to me, faid the, to ſee: myſelf your | 
> * Mit e 
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Miſtreſs than your Wife ? And will not Love have 

more Power than Marriage to keep our Hearts firmly 

united? Pleaſures taſted ſparingly, and with Diffi- 
culty, have always a higher Reliſk, while every 
Thing, by being wy and common, grows flat and 
inſipid. 

I was unmoved by all this Reaſoning. Heloiſe pre- 
vailed upon my Siſter to engage me. Lucilla (for 
that was her Name) taking me aſide one Day ſaid, 
What do you intend, Brother ? Is it poſſihle that 
Abelard ſhould in Earneſt think of marrying Heloi/e ? 
She ſeems indeed to deſerve a perpetual Affection; 
Beauty, Youth, and Learning, all that can-make a 
Perſon valuable, meet in ber. You may adore all 
this if you pleaſe; but not to flatter you, What is 
Beauty but a Flower, which may be blaſted by the 
leaſt Fit of Sickneſs? When thoſe Features, with 
which you have been ſo captivated, ſhall be ſunk, 

and thoſe Graces loſt, you will too late repent that 


a © 


with. Pleaſure from 1 Miſtreſs. 


you have entangled yourſelf in a Chain, from which 1 
Death only can free you. I ſhall ſee you reduced to 9 

. the married Man's only Hope .of Survivorſhip. B 1 

| Do you think Learning ought to make Heloz/e more YH 1 

4 amiable ? I know ſhe is not one of thoſe affected 4 6 

A Females, who are continually oppreſling” you with 35 

* fine Speeches, criticiſing Books, and deciding: upon 4 q 

2 the Merit of Authors. When ſuch a one is ig the El 

* Fury of her Diſcourſe, Huſband, Friends, oe = 

4 all fly before her. Heloiſe has not this Fault 3 yer * 

1 tis troubleſome not to be at Liberty to, uſe eli 

* improper Expreſſion before a Wife, which Tan © = 1 | 
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But you ſay you are ſure of the Affections of 
Heloiſe; I believe it; ſhe has given you no ordinary 
Proofs. But can you be ſure Marriage will not 
beithe Tomb of her Love? The Name of Huſband 
and Maſter are always harſh, and Heloiſe will not 
be the Phenix you now think her. Will ſhe not 
be a Woman ? Come, come, the Head of a Philo- 
ſopher 1s leſs ſecure than thoſe of other Men, My 
Siſter grew warm in the Argument, and was going 
on to give me a Hundred more Reaſons of this Kind; 
but I angrily interrupted her, telling her only, that 
ſhe did not know Heloi/e. 

A few Days after we departed together from 
Britany, and came to Paris, where I compleated my 
Project. Twas my Intent my Marriage ſhould be 

kept ſecret, and therefore Heloi/e retired among the 
Nuns of Argenteuil. | 

I now thought Fulbert's Anger difarmed ; I lived 
in Peace; but alas! our Marriage proved but a 
weak Defence againſt his Revenge. Obſerve, Phi- 
lintus, to what a Barbarity he purſued it! He brib- 
ed my Servants; an Affaſſin came into my Bed- 
chamber by Night with a Razor in his Hand, and 
found me in a deep Sleep. I ſuffered the moſt 

- ſhameful Puniſhment that the Revenge of an Enemy 
could invent; in ſhort, without loſing my Life, I 
loſt my Manhood. I was puniſhed indeed in the 
offending Part ; the Deſire was left me, but not 
the Poſſibility of ſatisfying the Paſſion. So cruet 
an Action eſcaped not unpuniſhed ; the Villain 
ſuffered the ſame. Inflition ; poor Comfort for ſo 
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than any ſincere Penitence made me reſolve .to 
hide myſelf from the Sight of Men, yet could I not 
ſeparate myſelf from my Heloiſe. Jealouſy took Poſ- 
ſeflian of my Mind; and at the very Expence of her 
Happineſs I decreed to diſappoint all Rivals : Be- 
fore I put myſelf in a Cloyſter, I obliged her to take 
the Habit, and retire into the Nunnery of Argen- 
teuil, IJ remember ſomebody would have oppoſed 
her making ſuch a cruel Sacrifice of herſelf, but ſhe 
anſwered in the Words of Cornelia after the Death 
of Pompey the Great ; 


—— O Conjux, ego te ſcelerata peremi. 
— Te fata extrema petente 
Vita digna fui? Moriar —— &C 


O my low'd Lord our fatal Marriage drews + 

On thee this Doom, and I the guilty Cauſe . 
Then whilſt thou go'ſt th Extremes of Fate to prove, 
PII fare that Fate, and expiate thus my Love. 


Speaking theſe Verſes, ſhe marched up to the. 
Altar, and took the Veil with a Conſtancy which I 
could not have expected in a Woman who had ſo 


high a Faſte of Pleaſures which ſhe might ſtill enjoy. 


I bluſhed at my. own Weakneſs, and without deli- 
berating a Moment longer, I buried myſelf in a" 
Cloyſter, reſolved to vanquiſh a fraitleſs Paſſion. 1 
now reflected that God had chaſtiſed me thus grieve 
oully, that be might ſave me from that Deſtruction 
in which IJ had like to have been ſwallowed up. In 
. to avoid Idleneſs, the unhappy ade? 
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thoſe criminal Flames which had ruined me in the 
World, I endeavoured in my Retirement to put thoſe 
Talents to a good Uſe which I had before ſo much 
abuſed. I gave the Novices Rules of Divinity a- 
greeable to the Holy Fathers and Councils. In the 
mean while the Enemies which my new Fame had 
raiſed up, and eſpecially Alberic and Lotulf, who, 
after the Death of their Maſters Champeaux and 
Anſelm, aſſumed the Sovereignty of Learning, began 
to attack me. They loaded me with the falſeſt Im- 
putations, and, notwithſtanding all my Defence, I 
had the Mortification to ſee my Books condemned by 
a Council, and burnt. This was a cutting Sorrow, 
and believe me, Philintus, the former Calamity 1 
ſuffered by the Cruelty of Fullert, was nothing in 
Compariſon to this. 

The Affront I had newly We and the ſcan- 
dalous Debaucheries of the Monks, obliged me to 
baniſu myſelf, and retire near to Negent. I lived in 
a Deſart, where I flattered myſelf I ſhould avoid 
Fame, and be ſecure from the Malice of my Ene- 
mies. I was again deceived. The Deſire of being 
taught by me, drew Crowds of Auditors even thither, 
Many left the Towns and their Houſes, and came 
and lived in Tents ; for Herbs, coarſe Fare, and hard 
Lodging, they abandoned the Delicacies of a plenti- 
ful Table and eafy Life. I looked like, the Prophet 
in the Wilderneſs attended by his Diſciples. My 
Lectures were perfectly clear from all that had been 
condemned. And happy had it been if our Solitude 
had been inacceſſible to Envy! With the conſidera- 
die Grazuities I received, I built a Chapel, and de- 
0 dicated 
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dicated it to the Holy Ghoſt, by the Name of the 
Paraclete. The Rage of my Enemies now: awakened 
again, and forced me to quit this Retreat. This I 
did without much Difficulty. But firſt the Biſhop of 
Troies gave me Leave to elfabliſh there a Nunnery, 
which I did, and committed the. Care of it to my 
dear Heloiſe. When I had ſettled her here, can you 
believe it, Philintus ? I left her, without taking any 
Leave, I did not wander long without any ſettled 
Habitation ; for the Duke of Brizany, informed of 
my Misfortunes, named me to the Abby of St. 
Guildas, where I now am, and where I ſuffer every 
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id Could you ſee the Abby, Philintus, you would not 
call it one. The Doors and Walls are without any 
Ornament, except the Heads of wild Boars and 
Hind's Feet, which are nailed up againſt them, and 
the Hides of frightful Animals. The Cells wa hung 
with the Skins of Deer. The Monks have *not-fo 
much as a Bell to wake them; the Cocks and Dogs 
ſupply that Defect. In Shane they paſs their whole 
Days in hunting ;*would to Heaven that were their 
greateſt Fault l or that their Pleaſures terminated 
there ! I endeavour in vain to recal them to: their 
Duty; they all combine againſt me, and I only ex- 


poſe myſelf to continual Vexations and Dangers, I 
imagine 
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imagine I ſee every Moment a naked Sword hang 
over my Head. Sometimes they ſurround me, and 
load me with infinite Abuſes; ſometimes they a- 
bandon me, and I am left alone to my own torment- 
ing Thoughts. I make it my Endeavour to merit by 
my Sufferings, and to appeaſe an angry God, Some- 
times I grieve for the Loſs of the Houſe of the Para- 
clete, and wiſh-to ſee it again. Ah Philintus ] does 
not the Love of Heloi/e ſtill burn in my Heart? I 
have not yet triumphed over that unhappy Paſſion. 
In the Midſt of my Retirement I ſigh, I weep, 1 
pine, I ſpeak the dear Name Heloiſe, and am pleaſed 
to hear the Sound, I complain of the Severity of 
Heaven. But oh! let us not deceive ourſelves: 
T have not made a right Uſe of Grace, I am tho- 
roughly wretched, I have not yet torn from my 
Heart the deep Roots which Vice has planted in it. 
For if my Converſion were fincere, how could 1 
take a'Pleaſure to relate my paſt Follies ? Could I 
not more eaſily comfort myſelf in my Afflictions, could 
I not turn to my Advantage thoſe Words of God 
himſelf, IF they bave perſecuted me, they will alſo per/c- 
cute you; if the World hate you, ye know that it bated 
zue alſo ? Come, Philintus, let us make a ſtrong Ef- 
fort, turn our Misfortunes to our Advantage, make 
them meritorious, or. at leaſt wipe out our Offences; 
let us receive without murmuring what comes from 
the Hand of God, and let us not oppoſe our Will to 
his. Adieu. 1 give you Advice which could I my- 
ſelf follow, I ſhould be tiappy. We 
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HELOISE to ABELARD. 
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to break through the Rules of Good- breeding, when 
it was to hear News of Abelarde But how dear did 
my Curioſity coſt me? What Diſturbance did it occa. 
fion ? And how was I ſurprized to find the whole 


**Letter filled with a particular and melancholy Ac- 


count of our Misfortunes ? I met with my Name a 
hundred Times; I never ſaw it without Fear; ſome 


heavy Calamity always followed it: I ſaw yours too, 


equally unhappy. Theſe mournful, but dear Re- 
mem brances, put my Spirits | into ſuch a violent Mo- 
tion, that I thought it was too much to offer Com- 
fort to a Friend for a few {light Diſgraces, by ſuch 
extraordinary Means as the Repreſentation of our 
Sufferings and Revolutions. What RefleQtions did [ 
not. make? I began to conſider the whole afreſh, 


and perceived myſelf preſſed with the ſame Weight 


of Grief as when we firſt began. to be miſerable, 
Though Length of Time ought to have cloſed up 
my Wounds, yet the ſeeing them deſcribed by your 
Hand was ſufficient to make them all open and 


bleed afreſh, Nothing can ever blot from my 


Memory what you have ſuffered in Defence of 
your Writings, I cannot help thinking of the 
rancorous Malice of Alberic and Lotulf. A cruel 
Uncle, and an injured Lover, will be always pre- 
{ent to my aking Sight. I ſhall never forget what 
Enemies your Learning, and what . Envy your 


Glory raiſed again you, I ſhall never forget 
your Reputation, ſo juſtly acquired, torn to pieces, 


and blaſted by the inexorable Cruelty of half- 


learned Pretenders to Science, Was not your 


Treatiſe of Divinity condemned to be Þurat ? 
10. | HI 285 
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Were you not threatened with perpetual Impriſon- 
ment ? In vain you urged in your Defence, that 
your Enemies impoſed on you Opinions quite dif- 
ferent from your Meaning : In vain you con- 
demned thoſe Opinions; all was of no Effect to- 
wards your Juſtification ; *twas reſolved you ſhould 


be a Heretick. What did not thoſe two falſe 


Prophets * accuſe you of, who declaimed ſo ſe- 
verely againſt you before the Council of Sens? 
What Scandals were vented on Occaſion of the 
Name Paraclete given to your Chapel ? What a 
Storm was raiſed againſt you by the treacherous 
Monks, when you did them the Honour to be call- 
ed their Brother ? This Hiſtory of our nume- 


rous Misfortunes, related in ſo trus and moving a 


Manner, made my Heart bleed within me-: My 
Tears, which I could not reftrain, have - blotted 
half your Letter; I wiſh they had effaced the 
whole, and that I had returned it to you in that 
Condition: 1 ſhould then have been ſatisfied with 
the little Time I kept it; but it was demanded of 
me too ſoon. | | 
I muſt confeſs I was much eaſter in my Mind 
before I read your Letter. Sure all the Misfor 
tunes of Lovers are conveyed ta them thro! 
their Eyes, Upon reading your Letter, I fe' 
mine renewed, I reproached myſelf for h 
been ſo long without venting my Sorrows, 
the Rage of our unrelenting Enemies ſtill 
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with the ſame Fury. Since Length of Time, 
which diſarms the ſtrongeſt Hatred, ſeems but to 
aggravate theirs ; ſince it is decreed that your Vir- 
tue ſhall be perſecuted, till it takes Refuge in the 
Grave, and even beyond that, your Aſhes perhaps 
will not be ſuffered to reſt in Peace; let me always 
meditate on your Calamities, let me publiſh them 
through all the World, if poſſible, to ſname an 
Age that has not known how to value you, I 
will ſpare no one, fince no one would intereſt him- 
ſelf to protect you, and your Enemies are never 
weary of oppreſſing your Innocence. Alas! my 
Memory is perpetually filled with bitter Remem- 
brances of paft Evils, and are there more to be 
feared ſtill ? Shall my Abelard be never mentioned 
without Tears ? Shall the dear Name be never 
ſpoken but with Sighs ? Obſerve, I beſeech you, 
to what a wretched Condition you have reduced 


me : Sad, afflicted, without any poſſible Comfort, | 
unleſs it proceed from you. Be not then unkind, , 
nor deny, I beg you, that little Relief which J 
you only can give. Let me have a faithful Ac- th 
count of all that concerns you. I would know every 5 
Thing, be it ever ſo unfortunate, Perhaps, by bl. 
ngling my Sighs with yours, I may make your all 
erings leſs; if that Obſervation be true, that * 
'orrows divided are made lighter, | cal 

Il me not, by way of Excuſe, you will ſpare a 


Tears; the Tears of Women ſhut up in a 
.choly Place, and devoted to Penitence, are 


2 be (pared. And if you wait for an Oppor- 
tum 
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tunity to write pleaſant and agreeable Things to us, 
you will delay writing too long: Proſperity ſeldom 
chuſes the Side of the Virtuous ; and Fortune is ſo 
blind, that in a Crowd, in which there is perhaps 
but one wiſe and brave Man, it is not to be ex- 
pected ſhe ſhould ſingle him out. Write to me 
then immediately, and wait not for Miracles; 
they are too ſcarce, and we too much accuſtomed 
to Misfortunes to expect any happy Turn. I ſhall 
always have this, if you pleaſe, and this will be 
always agreeable to me, that when I receive any 
Letters from you, I ſhall know you ſtill remember 
me. Seneca, (with whoſe Writings you made me 
acquainted) as much a Stoick as he was, ſeemed 
to be ſo very ſenſible of this Kind of Pleaſure, that 
upon opening any Letters from Lucilius, he imagin- 
ed he felt the ſame Delight as when they converſed 
together. | 
I have made it an Obſervation ſince our Abſence, 
that we are much fonder of the Pictures of thoſe 
we love. when they are at a great Diſtance, than 
when they are near to us. It ſeems to me, as if 
the farther they are removed, their Pictures grow 
the more finiſhed, and acquire a great Reſem- 
blance : at leaſt our Imagination, which perpetu- 
ally Fgures them to us by the Defire we have of 
ſeeirlg them again, makes us think ſo. By a pe- 
culiar Power, Love can make that ſeem Life itſelf, 
which, as ſoon as the loved Object returns, is no- 
tbing but a little Canvas and dead Colours. 1 
have your Picture in my Room, I never paſs by it 
without ſtopping to look at it; and yet when you 
| * were 
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82 HELOISE » ABELAR PD. 
were preſent with me, I ſcarce ever caſt my Eyes 
upon it. If a Picture, which is but a mute Re- 
preſentation of an Object, can give ſuch Pleaſure, 
what cannot Letters inſpire ? They have Souls, 


which expreſſes the Tranſports of the Heart; they 
have all the Fire of our Paſſions, they can raiſe 
them as much as if the Perſons themſelves were 
preſent ;. they have all the Softneſs and Delicacy 
of Speech, and ſometimes a Boldneſs of Expreſſion 
even beyond it. 

We may write to each other; ſo innocent a Plea- 
ſure is not forbidden us. Let us not loſe, through 
Negligence, the only Happineſs which is left us, 
and the only one perhaps which the Malice of our 
Enemies .can never raviſh from us. I ſhall read 
that you are my Huſband, and you ſhall ſee me ad- 
dreſs you as a Wife, In ſpite of all your Misfor- 
tunes, you may be what you pleaſe in your Let- 
ters. Letters were firſt invented for comforting 
ſuch ſolitary Wretches as myſelf, Having loft the 
ſubſtantial Pleaſures of ſeeing and poſſeſſing you, 
I ſhall in ſome Meaſure compenſate this Loſs, by 
the Satisfaction I ſhall find in your Writing. There 
F ſhall read your moſt ſecret Thoughts; I hall 
carry them always about me, I ſhall kiſs them 
every Moment ; if you can be 2 any 
Jealouſy, let it be for the fond Careſſes I ſhall be- 
ſtow on your Letters, and enyy only the Happi- 
neſs of thoſe Rivals. That Writing may be no 
Trouble to you, write always to me careleſly, and 


without Study: I had rather read the . 
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of the Heart than of the Brain. I cannot live, if 


you do not tell me you always love me; but that 
Language ought to be ſo natural to you, that I be- 
lieve you cannot ſpeak otherwiſe to me, without 
great Violence to yourſelf. And fince, by that 


melancholy Relation to your Friend, you have a- 


wakened all my Sorrows, it is but reaſonable you 


Love, 

I do not however reproach you for the i innocent 
Artiſice you made uſe of to comfort a Perſon in 
Affliction, by comparing his Misfortune to another 
much greater. Charity is ingenious id finding 
out ſuch pious Artifices, and to be commended 
for uſing them. But do you owe nothing more to 
us than to that Friend, be the Friendſhip between 
you ever ſo intimate ? We are called your Siſters ; 
we call onrſelves your Children ; and if it were 
poſſible to think of any Expreſſions which could 
ſignify a dearer Relation, or a more affectionate 
Regard and mutual Obligation between us, we 


not to ſpeak our juſt Acknowledgments to you, 
this Church, theſe Altars, theſe Walls, would re- 
proach our Silence and ſpeak for vs. But with- 
out leaving it to that, it will be always a Pleaſure 
o me to ſay, that you only are the Founder of this 
Houſe ; it is wholly your Work. You, by in- 
tabiting here, have given Fame and Sanction to 
+ Place, known before only for Robberies and 
Murders. You have in the literal Senſe made the 


en of Thieves a Houſe of Prayer, Theſe 2 5 
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ſters 


ſhould allay them by ſome Marks of an inviolable 
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ſters owe nothing to publick Charities z our 
Walls were not raiſed by the Uſury of Publicans, 
nor their Foundations laid in baſe Extortion. The 
God whom we ſerve, ſees nothing but innocent 
Riches, and harmleſs Votaries, whom you nave 
placed here. Whatever this young Vineyard is, 
is owing all to you; and it is your Part to employ 
your whole Care to cultivate and improve it; this 
ought to be one of the principal Affairs of your 
Life. Though ourgholy Renunciation, our Vows, 
and our Manner of Life ſeem to ſecure us from 
all Temptations; though our Walls and Grates 
prohibit all Approaches, yet tis the Outſide only, 
the Bark of the Tree, is covered from Injuries: 
while the Sap of original Corruption may imper- 
ceptibly ſpread within, even to the Heart, and 
prove fatal to the moſt promiſing Plantation, un- v 
leſs continual Care be taken to cultivate and ſe- Wt 
cure it. Virtue in us is grafted upon Nature and Wh 
the Woman; the one is weak, and the other in 
always changeable. To plant the Lord's Vine Ml; 
a Work of no little Labour; and after it is planted, 
it will require great Application and Diligence to 
manure it. The Apoſtle of the Gentiles, as great 
a Labourer as he was, ſays, he hath planted, and 
Apollos hath watered, but *tis God that gives the 
Increaſe. Paul had planted the Goſpel among the 
Corinthians, by his holy and carneſt preaching 
Apollos, a zealous Diſciple of that great Matter 
continued to cultivate it by frequent Exhortations 
and the Grace of God, which their conſtant Prayer 
| 3mplored for that Church, made the Endeayours © 
both ſucceſsful, % TI 
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This ought to be an Example for your Conduct 
towards us. I know you are not ſlothful; yet 
your Labours are not directed to us; your Cares 
are waſted upon a Set of Men, whoſe Thoughts 
are only earthly, and you refuſe to reach out your 
Hand to ſupport thoſe who are weak and ſtagger- 
ing, in their Way to Heaven, and who with all 
their Endeavours can ſcarcely preſerve themſelves 
from falling. You fling the Pearls of the Goſpel 
before Swine, when you ſpeak to thoſe who are 
hiled with the good® Things of this World, and 
nouriſhed with the Fatneſs of the Earth; and you 
neglect the innocent Sheep, who, tender as they 
- WM are, would yet follow you through Deſarts and 
ind Mountains, Why are ſuch Pains thrown away 
un- Wi upon the ungrateful, while not a Thought is be- 
le- Wi ſtowed upon your Children, whoſe Souls would 
and Wi be filled with a Senſe of your Goodneſs ? But why 
r i ſhould I intreat you in the Name of your Children? 
e bl it poſſible I ſhould fear obtaining any Thing of 
you, when I aſk it in my own Name? And muſt 
| uſe any other Prayers than my own, to prevail 
upon you? The St. Auſtins, Tertullians, and Fe- 
nes, have wrote to the Eudoxas, Paulas, and Me- 
mas; and can you read thoſe Names, though 
df Saints, and not remember mine? Can it be 
riminal for you to imitate St. Jerome, and dif- 
burſe with me concerning the Scripture ; or Ter- 
ulian, and preach Mc. tification; or St. Auſtin, 


mould I only reap no Advantage from your Learn- 
ig? When you write to ne, you will write to 


G 3 your | 


nd: explain to me the Nature of Grace ? Why 2 
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your Wife, Marriage has made ſuch a Correſpon- 
dence lawful; and ſince you can, without giving 
the leaſt Scandal,” ſatisfy me, why will you not ? 
I am not only engaged by my Vows, which might 
poſſibly be ſometimes neglected; but I have a 
barbarous Uncle, whoſe Inhumanity 1s a Security 
againſt any criminal Deſire, which Tenderneſs 
and the Remembrance of our paſt Enjoyments 
might inſpire. There 1s nothing that. can cauſe 
you any Fear ; you need not fly to conquer, You 
may ſee me, hear my Sighs, and be a Witneſs of 
all my Sorrows, without incurring any Danger, 
fince you can only relieve me with Tears and 
Words, If I have put myſelf into a Cloyſter with 
Reaſon, perſuade me to continue in it with Devo- 
tion: You have been the Occafion of all my Miſ- 
fortunes ; you therefore muſt be the Inſtrument of 
all my Comfort. 
You. cannot but remember, (for what do no 
Lovers remember ?) with what Pleaſure I hare 
paſt whole Days th hearing you diſcourſe. Ho 
when you were abſent I ſhut myſelf from ever 
one to write to you; how uneaſy I was, till = 
Letter had come to your, Hands; what art! 
Management it required to engage Confidents 
This Detail perhaps ſurpriſes you, and you are! 
Pain for what will follow. But I am no long: 
aſhamed, that my Paſſion has had no Bounds f 
you; for I have done more than all this. I ha 
hated myſelf that L might love you; I-came hith 
to ruin myſelf in a perpetual Impriſonment, thi 
might make you live quiet and eaſy, Nod 
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but Virtue, joined to a Love perfectly diſengaged 


— from the Commerce of the Senſes, could have 
8 produced ſuch Effects. Vice never inſpires any 
f Thing like this, it is too much enſlaved to the 
ht. BN Body. When we love Pleaſures, we love the 


a living and not the dead, We leave off burning 
ty with Deſire, for thoſe who can no longer burn for 
us. This was my cruel Uncle's Notion ; he mea» 
ſured my Virtue by the Frailty of my Sex, and 
thought it was the Man, and not the Perſon, I 
loved. But he has been guilty to no Purpoſe. E 
love you more than ever, and, to revenge myſelf 
of him, I will ſtill love you with all the Tender- 
neſs of my Soul till the laſt Moment of my Life. 
If formerly my Affection for you was not ſo pure, 
if in thoſe Days the Mind and the Body ſhared in 
the Pleaſure of loving you, I often told you even 
then, that I was more pleaſed with poſſeſſing your 
Heart, than with any other Happineſs, and the 
Man was the Thing I leaſt valued in you. | 
You cannot but be entirely perſuaded of this, 
by the extreme Unwillingneſs I ſhewed to marry 
you ; though I knew that the Name of Wife was 
honourable in the World, .and holy in Religion, 
yet the Name of your Miſtreſs had greater Charms, 
becauſe it was more free, The Bonds of Matri- 
mony, however honourable, ſtill bear with them | 
a, neceſſary Engagement, And I was very unwil- = 
ling to be neceſſitated to love always a Man who | 
perhaps would not always love me. I deſpiſed 
the Name of Wife, that I might live happy with 
that of Miſtreſs ; and I find by your Letter to 
WS your 
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your Friend, you have not forgot that Delicacy of 
Paſſion in a Woman who loved you always with 
the utmoſt Tenderneſs ; and yet wiſhed to love 
you more. You have very juſtly obſerved in your 
Letter, that I eſteemed thoſe publick Engagements 
infipid, which form Alliances only to be diſſolved 
by. Death, and which put Life and Love under the 
ſame unhappy Neceflity : But you have not added 
how often I have made Proteſtations that it was 
infinitely preferable to me to live with Abelard as 


his Miſtreſs, than with any other as: Empreſs of | 
the World, and that I was more happy«Wobeying 


you, than I ſhould have been in lawfully captivat- 
ing the Lord of the Univerſe. Riches and Pomp 
are not the Charms of Love, True Tenderneſs 
makes us ſeparate the Lover from all that is exter- 
nal to him, and, ſetting aſide his Quality, For- 
tune, and Employments, conſider him ingly by 
himſelf, 

*Tis not Love, but the Deſire of Riches and 
Honour, which makes Women run into the Em- 
braces of an indolent Huſband, Ambition, not 
Affection, forms ſuch Marriages, I believe indeed 
they may be followed with ſome Honours and Ad- 
vantages, but I can never think that this is the 
Way to enjoy the Pleaſures of an affectionate Uni- 
don, nor to fee] thoſe ſecret and charming Emo- 
tions of Hearts that have long ſtrove to be united, 


Theſe Martyrs of Marriage pine always for larger 


Fortunes, which they think they have loſt. | The 
Wife ſees Huſbands richer than her own, and the 


Huſband Wives better * than his. Their 


intereſted 
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intereſted Vows occaſion Regret, and Regret produces 
Hatred. They ſoon part, or always defire it. This 
reſtleſs and tormenting Paſſion puniſhes them for 
aiming at other Advantages in Love than Love 
itſelf. | 

If there is any Thing which. may properly be 
called Happineſs here below, I am perſuaded it is 
in the Union of two Perſons who love each other 
with perfect Liberty, who are united by a ſecret 
Inclination, and ſatisfied with each other's Merit: 
Their Hearts are full, and leave no Vacancy for any 
other Paſſion; they enjoy perpetual Tranquillity, 
becauſe they enjoy Content. | 
If I could believe you as truly perſuaded of my 


Merit as I am of yours, I might ſay there has been 


a Time when we were ſuch a Pair. Alas ! how 
was it poſſible I ſhould not be certain of your Me- 
Tit ? If I could ever have doubted it, the univerſal 


Eſteem would have made me determine in your Fa- 


vour. What Country, what City has not defired 
your Preſence? Could you ever retire, but you 
drew the Eyes and Hearts of all after you ? Did 
not every one rejoice in having ſeen you ? Even 


Women, breaking through the Laws of Decorum 


which Cuſtom had impoſed upon them, ſhewed 


manifeſtly they felt ſomething mere for you than 
Eſteem. I have known ſome wha have been pro- 


fuſe in their Huſbands Praiſes, who have yet enxied 
my Happineſs, and given ſtrong Intimations, they 


could have refuſed you nothing. But what could: | 


reſiſt you? Your Reputation, which ſo much 


n. the * of our Sex; your Air, your 


Manner 3 
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Manner; that Life in your Eyes which ſo admira- 
bly expreſſed the Vivacity of your Mind; your 
Converſation, with that Eaſe and Elegance, ukich 
gave every Thing you fpoke ſuch an agreeable and 
inſinuating Turn; in ſhort, every Thing ſpoke for 
you: Very different from ſome mere Scholars, who, 
with all their Learning, have not the Capacity to 
keep up an ordinary Converſation; and with all 
their Wit, cannot win the Affections of Women, 
who have a much leſs Share than themſelves. 
With what Eaſe did you compoſe Verſes! And 
yet thoſe ingenious Trifles, which were but a Re- 


creation after your more ſerious Studies, are ſtill 


the Entertainment and Delight of Perſons of the 
beſt Taſte. The ſmalleſt Song, nay the leaſt 
Sketch of any Thing you made for me, had a 
thouſand Beauties capable of making it laſt as long 
as there are Love or Lovers in the World. Thus 
thoſe Songs will be ſung in Honour of other Wo- 
men, which you deſigned only for me; and thoſe 
tender and natural Expreſſions which fpoke your 


Love, will help others to explain their Paſſion, 
with much more Advantage than It they them- 
9 ſhes are capable of. 


What Rivals did your Galantries of this Kind 
occaſion me? How many Ladies laid Claim to 
them? 'Twas a Tribute their Self-love paid to 
their Beauty, How many have I ſeen with Sighs 
declare their Paſſion for you, when after ſome 
common Viſit you had made them, they chanced 


to be complimented for the Sylvia of your Poems! 


Others in Deſpair and Envy have reproached me, 


that 
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to have cruel Relations, whoſe Malice diſturbed .: 
the Calm we enjoyed: Had they been capable of 
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that T had no Charms but what your Wit beſtowed: 
on me, nor in any Thing the Advantage over them, 
but in being beloved by you. Can you believe me 
if I tell you, that notwithſtanding the Vanity of. 
my Sex, I thought myſelf peculiarly happy in 
having a Lover, to whom I was obliged for my 
Charms: and took a ſecret Pleaſure in being ad- 
mired by a Man, who when he pleaſed could: 
raiſe his Miſtreſs to the Character of a Goddeſs ? 
Pleaſed with your Glory only, I read with Delight 
all thoſe Praiſes. you offered me, and without re- 
flecting how little I deſerved; I believed myſelf fach i 
as you deſcribed me, that I might be more aan 1 
J pleaſed. you. 1 

But oh! where is that happy Time fied K x 
now lament my Lover, and of all my Joys. there 
remains. Nothing but 'the painful Remembrance: 
that 2hey. are paſt, Now learn, all your my Rivalay 
who once viewed my Happineſs with ſuch Jealods. 

Eyes, that he you once envied me, can never mo 
be yours or mine. I loved him; my Long Was | 
Crime, and the Cauſe of his Puniſhandths: "My 
Beauty once charmed him: Pleaſed with” Weh 5 

other, we paſſed our brighteſt Days in Tran "oY 
and Happineſs, If that was a Crime, is 2 Cine 
L am yet fond of, and I have no other Reger, 4 
than that again my Will I muſt neceſfarily be , i 
nocent. But what do I ſay ? My Misfortone was! po 


the Returns of Reaſon, I had now been happy in 


the — of my dear Huſband. On! how 
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cruel were they when their blind Fury urged a 
Villain to ſurpriſe you in your Sleep! Where was 
I? Where was your Heloiſe then? What Joy ſhould 
J have had in defending my Lover! I would have 
guarded you from Violence, though at the Ex- 


pence of my Life; my Cries and Shrieks alone 


would have ſtopped the Hand Oh ! whi- 
ther does the Exceſs of Paſſion hurry me? Here 


Love is ſhocked, and Modeſty, joined with De- 


ſpair, deprive me of Words : *Tis Eloquence to be 
filent where no Expreſſions can reach the Great- 
neſs of the Misfortune, 

But tell me whence proceeds your Negle& of 
me ſince my being profeſſed ? You know Nothing 
moved me to it but your Diſgrace, nor did I give 
any Conſent but yours. Let me hear what 1s the 
Occaſion of your Coldneſs, or give me Leave to 
tell you now my Opinion. Was it not the ſole 
View of Pleaſure which engaged you tome ? And 
has not my Tenderneſs, by leaving you Nothing to 


wiſh for, extinguiſhed your Deſires ? Wretched - 


Heloiſe ! You could pleaſe when you wiſhed to avoid 
it : You merited Incenſe, when you could remove 
to a Diſtance the Hand that offered it. But fince 


your Heart has been ſoftened, and has yielded ; 


fince you have devoted and ſacrificed yourſelf, 
you are deſerted and forgotten. I am convinced, 


by ſad Experience, that it is natural to avoid 


thoſe to whom we have been too much obliged ; 


and that uncommon Generoſity produces Neglect 
rather than Acknowledgment, My Heart ſur- 


rendered too ſoon, to gain the Eſteem of the Con- 


queror; 
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queror; you took it without Difficulty, and give 
it up as eaſily, But ungrateful as you are, I will 
never conſent to it. And though in this Plice I 
ought not to retain a Wiſh of my own, yet I have 
ever ſecretly preſerved the Deſire of being beloved 
by you. When I pronounced my ſad Vow, I then 
had about me your laſt Letters, in which you pro- 
teſted you would be wholly mine, and would never 
live but to love me, *Tis to you therefore | have 
offered myſelf; you had my Heart, and J had yours; 
do not demand any Thing back; you muſt bear 
with my Paſſion, as a Thing which of Right 


belongs to you, and from which you can no Ways be 


diſengaged. 
Alas! What Folly is it to talk at this Rate? L 


ſee Nothing here but Marks of the Deity, and L 


ſpeak of Nothing but Man! Vou have been the 
cruel Occaſion of this, by your Conduct: Unfaith- 
ful Man! Ought you at once to break off lovi 

me ? Why did you not deceive me for a while, ra- 


ther than immediately abandon me? If you had 


given me at leaſt but fome faint Signs even of a 
dying Paſſion, I myſelf had favoured the Decep- 
tion. But in vain would I flatter myſelf that you 
could be conſtant; you have left me no Colour of 
making your Excuſe, I am earneſtly defirous to 
ſee you, but if that be impoſſible, I will. content 
myſeif with a few Lines from your Hand. Is it 
ſo hard for one who loves, to write ? I aſk for 
none of your Letters filled with Learning, and 
writ for your Reputation: All I defire is ſuch Let- © 


ters as the Heart dictates, and which the Haad 


can 
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can ſcarce write faſt enough. How did I deceive 
myſelf with the Hopes that you would be wholly 
mine, when I took the Veil, and engaged myſelf 
to live for ever under your Laws? For in being 
prafeſſed, I vowed no more than to be yours only, 
and J obliged myſelf voluntarily to a Confinement 
in which 'yau deſired to place me. Death only 
-then can make me leave the Place where you have 
fixed me: and then too my Aſhes ſhall reſt here, 
and wait for yours, in order to ſhew my Obedience 
and Devotedneſs to you, to the lateſt Moment 
poſiible, 
Why ſhould I conceal from you the Secret of 
my Call? you know it was neither Zeal nor De- 
 wotion which led me to the Cloyſter. Your Con- 
ſoience is too faithful a Witneſs to permit you to 
diſown it. Vet here 1 am, and here I will remain; 
to this Place an unfortunate Love- and my cruel 
Relations have.condemned me. But if you do not 
continue your Concern for me, if I loſe your Af- 
fection, what have I gained by my Impriſonment ? 
what Recompence can I hope for? The unhappy 
Conſequences of a criminal Conduct, and your Diſ- 
_ graces, have put on me this Habit of Chaſtity, and 
not the ſincere Deſire of being truly penitent. Thus 
I ſtrive and labour in vain. Among thoſe who are 
wedded to God, 1 ſerve a Man; among the he- 
-roick Supporters of the Croſs, I am a poor Slave to 
a human Paſſion ; at the Head of a religious Com- 
munity, 1 ad to Abelard only. What a Pro- 
.digy am 1? Enlighten me, O Lord! — Does thy 
Grace or my own Deſpair draw theſe Words from 
EC me? 
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me? I am ſenſible I am, in the Temple of Chalti- 
ty, covered only with the Aſhes of that Fire which 
hath conſumed us. I am here, I confeſs, a Sin- 
ner, but one who far from weeping for her Sins, 
weeps only for her Lover; far from abhorring her 
Crimes, endeavours only to add to them ; and 
who with a Weakneſs unbecoming the State 1 any 
in, pleaſe myſelf continually. with the Remem- 
brance of paſt Actions, when it is impoſſible to re- 
new them. 

Good God ! what is all this ! I reproach myſelf 
for my own Faults, 1 accuſe you for yours, and to 
what Purpoſe ? Veiled as Jam, behold in what a 
Diſorder you have plunged me! How difficult is it 
to fight always for Duty againſt Inclination ? I 
know what Obligations this Veil, lays on me, but 
feel more ſtrongly what Power a long habitual 
Paſſion has over my Heart; I am conquered by 
my Inclination, My Love troubles my. Mind, and 
diſorders my Will. Sometimes I am ſwayed by 
the Sentiments of Piety which ariſe in me, and the 
next Moment I yield up my Imagination to all that 
is amorous and tender. I tell you. To-day what I 
would not have ſaid to you Yeſterday. I had re- 
ſolved to love you no more; I conſidered I had 
made a Vow, taken the Veil, and am as it were 
dead and buried; yet there riſes unexpeQtedly. - 
from the Bottom of my Heart a Paſſion which tri- 
umphs over all theſe Notions, and darkens all my 
Reaſon and Devotion. You reign in ſuch inward 
Retreats of my Soul, that I know not where to at- 
tack you: When I endeavour to break thoſe 
Chains 
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Chains by which I am bound to you, I only deceive 
myſelf, and all the Efforts I am able to make 
ſerve but to bind them the faſter. Oh, for Pity's 
Sake, help a Wretch to renounce her Deſires, her- 
ſelf, and, if it be poſſible, even to renounce You ! 
If you are a Lover, a Father, help a Miſtreſs, 
comfort a Child ! Theſe tender Names, cannot 
they move you ? Yield either to Pity or Love. If 
you gratify my Requeſt, I ſhall continue a Religi- 
ous without longer prophaning my Calling. Ian 
ready to humble myſelf with you to the wonderful 
Providence of God, who does all Things for our 
Sanctification, who by his Grace purifies all that 
is vicious and corrupt in the Principle, and by the 
inconceivable Riches of his Mercy draws us to him- 
ſelf againſt our Wiſhes, and by Degrees opens our 

Eyes to diſcern the Greatneſs of his Bounty, which 

at firſt we would not underſtand, 

I thought to end my Letter here. But now [ 
am complaining againſt you, I muſt unload my 
Heart, and tell you all its Jealoufies and Re- 
proaches. Indeed I thought it ſomething hard, 
that when we had both engaged to conſecrate our- 
ſelves to Heaven, you ſhould inſiſt upon my doing 
it firſt, Does Abelard then, ſaid I, ſuſpect he ſhall 
ſee renewed in me the Example of Lor's Wife, who 
could not forbear looking back when ſhe left 
Sodom ? If my Youth and Sex might give Occa- 
fion of Fear, that I ſhould return to the World; 
could not my Behaviour, my Fidelity, and this 
Heart which you ought to know, could not theſe 
baniſh ſuch ungenerous Apprehenſions ? This diſ- 
| "  truſiful 
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truſtful Foreſight touched me ſenſibly. I ſaid to 
myſelf, There was a Time when he could rely 
upon my bare Word, and does he now want Vows 
to ſecure himſelf of me? What Occaſion have I 
given him in the whole Courſe of my Life to admit 
the leaſt Suſpicion ? I could meet him at all his 
Aſſignations, and would I decline following him to 
the Seats of Holineſs? I who have not refuſed to be 
a Victim of Pleaſure to gratify him, can he think 
I would refuſe to be a Sacrifice of Honour to obey 
him ? Has Vice ſuch Charms to well-born Souls ? 
and when we have once drank of the Cup of Sin- 
ners, is it with ſuch Difficulty that we take the 
Chalice of Saints ? Or did you believe yourſelf a 
greater Maſter to teach Vice than Virtue, or did 
you think it was more eaſy to perſuade me to the 
firſt than the latter? No: This Suſpicion would 
be injurious to both, Virtue 1s too amiable not 
to be embraced, when you reveal her Charms ; 
and Vice too hideous not to be avoided, when you 
ſhew her Deformities. Nay, when you pleaſe, 
any Thing ſeems lovely to me, and Nothing is 
frightful or difficult when you are by. I am only 
weak when I am alone and unſupported by you, 
and therefore it depends on you alone, that I may 
be ſuch as you deſire. I wiſh to Heaven you had 
not ſuch a Power over me. If you had any Occa- 
hon to fear, you would be leſs negligent. But 
what is there for you to fear ? I have done too 
much, and now have Nothing more to do, but to 
triumph over your Ingratitude, When we lived 
happy together, you might have made it a Doubt 

whether 
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whether Pleaſure or Affection united me more to 
you ; but the Place from whence I write to you, 
muſt now have entirely taken away that Doubt, 
Even here I love you as much as ever J did in 
the World. If I had loved Pleaſures, could I not 
yet have found Means to have gratified myſelf? J 
was not above Twenty-two Years old : And there 
were other Men left, though I was deprived of Ale- 
lard : And yet did I not bury myſelf alive in a 
Nunnery, and triumph over Love, at an Age 
capable of enjoying it in its full Latitude ? *Tis to 
you I ſacrifice theſe Remains of a tranſitory Beauty, 
theſe widowed Nights and tedious Days, which I 
paſs without feeing you; and ſince you cannot 
poſſeſs them, I take them from you to offer them 
to Heaven, and to make, alas ! but a ſecondary 
Oblation of my Heart, my Days, and my Life ! 

I am ſenſible I have dwelt too long on this 
Head ; I ought to ſpeak leſs to you of your Mis- 


Fortunes, and of my own Sufferings, for Love of 


you. We tarniſh the Luſtre of our moſt beautiful 
Actions when we applaud them ourſelves, This 
is true, and yet there is a Time when we may 
with Decency commend ourſelves ; when we have 
to do with thoſe whom baſe Ingratitude has ſtupi- 
fied, we cannot too much praiſe our own good 
Actions. Now if you were of this Sort of Men, 
this would be a home Reflection on you. Irreſo- 
lute as I am, I ftill love you, and yet I muſt hope for 
nothing. I have renounced Life, and tripped 
mylelf of every 'Thing, but I find I neither have 


loſt 


* 


HELOISE VU ABELARD. og 


loſt my Lover, I ſtill preſerve my Love. O. 
Vows ! O Convent ! I have not loſt my Humani- 


ty under your inexorable Diſcipline,! You have 
not made me Marble by changing my Habit: My 
Heart is not hardened by my Impriſonment; I 
am ftill ſenfible to what has touched me, though 
alas I ought not to be fo ! Without offending your 
Commands, permit a Lover to exhort me to live 
in Obedience to your rigorous Rules. Your 
Yoke will be lighter, if that Hand ſupport me 
under it; your Exerciſes will be amiable, if he 
ſhews me their Advantage, Retirement, Soli- 
tude ! You will not appear terrible, if I may but 
fill know I have any Place in his Memory. A 
Heart which has been ſo ſenſibly affected as mine, 
cannot ſoon be indifferent, We fluctuate long be- 


. tween Love and Hatred, before we can arrive at 


a happy Tranquillity, and we always flatter our- 
ſelves with ſome diftant Hope, that we ſhall not be 
quite forgotten. 

Yes, Abelard, I conjure you by the Chains I bear 
here, to eaſe the Weight of them, and make them 
as agreeable as I wiſh they were to me: Teach 
me the Maxims of Divine Love. Bist you have 
forſaken me, I glory in being wedded to Heaven. 
My Heart adores that Title, and diſdains any 


other; tell me how this Divine Love is nouriſhed, ' 


how it operates, and purifies itſelf, When we 
were toſſed in the Ocean of the World, we could 
hear of Nothing but your Verſes, which publiſhed 
every where our Joys and our Pleaſures. Now 
we are in the Haven of Grace, is it not fit you 

H 3 ſhould 
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ſhould diſcourſe to me of this Happineſs, and teach 
me every Thing which might improve and heighten 
it ? Shew me the ſame Complaiſance in my pre- 
ſent Condition, as you did when we were in the 
World. Without changing the Ardor of our Af. 
fections, let us change their Object; let us leave 
our Songs, and ſing Hymns; let us lift up our 
Hearts to God, and have no Tranſports but for his 
Glory. 

I expect this from you as a Thing you cannot re- 
fuſe me. God has a peculiar Right over the Hearts 
of great Men, which he has created. When he 
pleaſes to touch them, he raviſhes them, and lets 
them not ſpeak nor breathe but for his Glory: *Till 
that Moment of Grace arrives, O think of me 
do not forget me —— remember my Love, my Fi- 
delity, my Conſtancy; love me as your Miſtreſs, 
Cheriſh me as your Child, your Siſter, your Wife. 
Conſider that I till love you, and yet ſtrive to avoid 
loving you. What a Word, what a Deſign is this! 
I ſhake with Horror, and my Heart revolts againſt 
what I ſay. I ſhall blot all my Paper with Tears— 
T end my long Letter, wiſhing you, if you can de- 
fire it, (would to Heaven I could) for ever Adieu, 
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That the Reader may make a right Fudoment on the 
following Letter, it is proper he ſhould be informed of 
the Condition Abelard was in when he wrote is. The 
Duke of Britany, whoſe Subject he was born, jealous 
of the Glory of France, wvhich then ingrofſed all the 
moſt famous Scholars of Europe, and being beſides ac- 
quainted with the Perſecution Abelard bad ſu Herred 
From his Enemies, had nominated him to the Abby of 

St. Gildas, and by this Bengfaction and Mark of his 
Eſteem, engaged him to paſs the reſt of his Days in his 
Dominions. He received this Favour with great Foy, 

imagining, that by leaving France, he ſhould loſe his 
Paſſion, and gain a new Tura of Mind upon entering 
into his new Dignity. T he Abby of St, Gildas is ſeated 
upon a Rock, which the Sea beats with its Waves. 
Abelard, who had laid on himſelf the Neceſſity of 
vanquiſhing a Paſſion which Abſence had in a great 
Meaſure weakened, endeayoured in this Solitude to exe 
tinguiſh the Remains of it by his Tears. But upon his 
receiving the foregoing Letter, he could not refiſt o 
powerful an Attack, but proves as weak and as much 
to be pitied as Heloiſe: ' Tis not then a Maſter or Di- 
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rector that ſpeaks to her, but a Man who had loved 
her, and loves her ftill : And under this Character we 
are to conſider Abelard when he wrote the following 
Letter. If he ſeems by ſome Paſſages in it to have 
begun to feel the Motions of Divine Grare, they ap- 
pear as yet to be only by Starts, and without any 
Uniformity. ; 


OULD I have imagined that a Letter not 

written to yourſelf could have fallen into your 
Hands, I had been more cautious . t to have in- 
ſerted any Thing in it which mi, awaken the 
Memory of our paſt Misfortunes. 1 deſcribed with 
Boldneſs the Series of my Diſgraces to a Friend, in 
order to make him lefs fenfible of the Loſs he had 
ſuſtained. If by this well-meaning Artifice I have 
difturbed you, I purpoſe here to dry up thoſe Tears 
which the ſad Deſcription occaſioned you to ſhed : I 
intend to mix my Grief with yours, and pour out 


my Heart before you; in ſhort, to lay open before 


your Eyes all my Trouble, and the Secret of my 
Soul, which my Vanity has hitherto made me con- 
ceal from the reſt of the World, and which you now 
force from me, in ſpite of my Reſolutions to the 

contrary. NN | 
It is true, that in a Senſe of the Afflictions which 
had befallen us, and obſerving that no Change 
of. our Condition was to be expected ; that thoſe 
proſperous Days which had ſeduced us were now 
paſt, and there remained nothing but to eraſe 
out of our Minds, by painful Endeavours, all 
Marks and Remembrance of them, I had wiſhed 
2 to 
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td find in Philoſophy and Religion a Remedy for 
my Diſgrace : I ſearched out an Ahlum to ſecure 
me from Love, I was come to the ſad Experiment 
of making Vows to harden my Heart, But what 
have I gained by this ? If my Paſſion has been put 
under a Reſtraint, my Ideas yet remain, I pro- 
miſe myſelf that I will forget you, and yet cannot 
think of it without loving you ; and am pleaſed 
with that Thought. My Love is not at all weak- 
ened by thoſe Reflections I make in order to free 
myſelf. The Silence I am ſurrounded with makes 
me more ſenſible to its Impreſſions, and while I am 
unemployed with any other Things, this makes it- 
ſelf the Buſineſs of my whole Vacation ; till, after a 
Multitude of uſeleſs Endeayours, I begin to perſuade 
myſelf, that *ris a ſuperfluous Trouble to ſtrive to 
free myſelf ; and that it is Wiſdom ſufficient if I 
can conceal from every one but you, my 2 
and Weakneſs. 

I remove to a Diſtance from your Perſon, with an 
Intention of avoiding you as an Enemy; and yet I 
inceſſantly ſeek for you in my Mind : I recall your 
Image in my Memory; and in ſuch different Diſ- 
quietudes I betray and contradi& myſelf. I hate 
you; I love you: Shame preſſes me on all Sides; 
{ am at this Moment afraid leſt I ſhould ſeem more 
indifferent than you, and yet I am aſhamed to dif- 
cover my Trouble, How weak are we in our- + 
ſelves, if we do not ſupport ourſelves on the Croſs 
of Chriſt ! Shall we have ſo little Courage, and 
ſhall that Uncertainty your Heart labours with, 
fervin g two Maſters, affect mine too ? You PS 
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Confuſion I am in, what I blame myſelf for, and 
what I ſuffer. Religion commands me to purſue Vir- 
tue, ſince I have nothing to hope for from Love. 
But Love ſtill preſerves its Dominion in my Fancy, 
and entertains itſelf with paſt Pleaſures, Memory 
ſupplies the Place of a Miſtreſs. Piety and Duty 
are not always the Fruits of Retirement ; even in 
Deſarts, where the Dew of Heaven falls not on us, 
we love what we ought no longer to love. The 
Paſſions, ſtirred up by Solitude, fill thoſe Regions of 
Death and Silence ; and it is very ſeldom that what 
Gught to be is truly followed there, and that God 
only 1s loved and ſerved. Had I always had ſuch 
Notions as theſe, I had inſtructed you better, 
You call me your Maſter ; *tis true, you were 1n- 
truſted to 'my Care, I ſaw you, I was earneſt 
to teach you vain Sciences ; it coſt you your In- 
nocence, and me my Liberty. Your Uncle, who 
was fond of you, became therefore my Enemy, 
and revenged himſelf on me. If now, having loſt 
the Power of ſatisfying my Paſſion, I had loſt too 
that of loving you, I ſhould have ſome Conſolation. 
My Enemies would have given me that Tran- 
quillity, which Origen purchaſed by a Crime, How 
miſerable am II My Misfortune does not looſe 
my Chains, my Paſſion grows furious by Impo- 
tence, and that Deſire I ſtill have for you amid{ all 
my Diſgraces, makes me more unhappy than the 

Misfortune itſelf, 1 find myſelf much more guilty 

in my Thoughts of you, even amidſt my Tears, 
than in poſſeſſing yourſelf when I was in full Li- 
berty, I continually think of you, I 3 
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call to Mind that Day when you beſtowed on me 
the firſt Marks of your Tenderneſs. In this Con- 


dition, O Lord! if I run to proftrate myſelf before 


thy Altars, if I beſeech thee to pity me, why does 
not the pure Flame of thy Spirit conſume the Sa- 


crifice that is offered to thee ? Cannot this Habit 


of Penitence which I wear, intereſt Heaven to 
treat me more favourably ? But that is flill in- 
exorable, becauſe my Paſſion ſtill lives in me; the 
Fire 1s only covered over with deceitful Aſhes, and 
cannot be extinguiſhed but by extraordinary Grace. 
We. deceive Men, but Nothing is hid from God. 
You tell me, that *tis for me you live under 
that Veil which covers you; why do you prophane 
your Vocation with ſuch Words ? Why provoke a 
jealous God by a Blaſphemy ? I hoped, after our 
Separation, you would have changed your Senti- 


ments; I hoped too, that God would have deliver- 


ed me from the Tumult of my Senſes and that 
Contrariety which reigns in my Heart. We com- 
monly die to the Affections of thoſe whom we ſee 
no more, and they to ours: Abſence is the Tomb 


of Love. But to me Abſence is an unquiet, Re- 


mem brance of what I once loved, which continual- 
ly torments me. I flattered myſelf that when 1 
ſhould ſee you no more, you would only reſt in my 
Memory, without giving any Trouble to my 
Mind; that Britany and the Sea would inſpire 
other Thoughts ; that my Faſts and Studies would 
by Degrees eraſe you out of my Heart: But in 
ſpite of ſevere Faſts and redoubled Studies, in ſpite 


of the Diſtance of three hundred Miles which ſepa- 


rates 
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rates us; your Image, ſuch as you deſcribe yourſelf 
in your Veil, appears to me, and confounds all my 
Reſolutions. | 

What Means have I not uſed ? I have armed 
my own Hands againſt myſelf; I have exhauſted 
my Strength in conſtant Exerciſes ; I comment 
upon” St, Paul; I diſpute with Arifotle : In ſhort, 
I do all I uſed to do before I loved you, but all 
in vain; nothing can be ſucceſsful that oppoſes you. 
Oh'! do not add to my Miſeries by your Con- 
ſtancy ; forget, if you can, your Favours, and that 
Right which they claim over me; permit me to be 
indifferent, I envy their Happineſs who have never 
loved ; how quiet and eaſy are they! But the Tide 
of Pleaſures has always a Reflux of Bitterneſs ; 1 
am but too much convinced now of this ; but though 
I am no longer deceived by Love, I am not cured : 
While my Reaſon condemns it, my Heart declares 
for it. I am deplorable, that I have not the Ability 
to free myſelf from a Paſſion which ſo many Cir- 
cumſtances, this Place, my Perſon, and my Diſ- 
graces, tend to deſtroy, I yield, without conſider- 
ing that a Reſiſtance would wipe out my paſt Of- 
fences, and would procure me in their Stead, Me- 
Tit and Repoſe. Why ſhould you uſe Eloquence 
to reproach me for my Flight, and for my Silence ? 
Spare the Recital of our Aſſignations, and your 
conſtant Exactneſs to them; without calling up 
ſuch diſturbing Thoughts, I have enough to ſuffer. 
What great Advantages would Philoſophy give- us 
Over other Men, if by ſtudying it we could learn 
to govern our Paſſions ? But bow humbled ought 
1 * - Ve 


jet which has charmed us, are too nearly related 
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we to be when we cannot maſter them ? What 
Efforts, what Relapſes, what Agitations do we 
undergo? And how long are we toſt in this Confu- 
ſion, unable to exert our Reaſon, to poſſeſs our 
Souls, or to rule our Affections ? 

What a troubleſome Employment is Love 5 | 
how valuable is Virtue even upon Confideration of 
our own Eaſe ! Recollect your Extravagancies of 
Paſſion, gueſs at my Diſtractions; number up our 
Cares, if poſſible, our Griefs, and our Inquietudes ; 
throw theſe Things out of the Account, and let 
Love have all its remaining Softneſs and Pleaſure. 
How little is that? And yet for ſdch Shadows of 
Enjoyments which at firſt appeared to us, are we ſo 
weak our whole Lives that we cannot now help 
writing to each other, covered as we are with 
Sackcloth and Aſhes ; How much happier ſhould 
we be, if by our Humiliation and Tears we could 
make our Repentance ſure ? The Love of Pleaſure 
is not eradicated out of the Soul, but by extraordi- 
nary Efforts; it has ſo powerful a Party in our 
Breaſts, that we find it difficult to condemn it our- 
ſelves, What Abhorrence can I be ſaid to have of 
my Sins, if the Objects of them are always amiable 
to me ? How can 1 ſeparate from the Perſon I love, 
the Paſſion I muſt deteſt ? Will the Tears I ſhed-be 
ſufficient to render it odious to me? I know not 
how it happens, there is always a Pleaſure in weep- 
ing for a beloved Object. Tis difficult in our 
Sorrow to diſtinguiſh Penitence from Love. The 
Memory of the Crime, and the Memory of the Ob- 
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to be immediately ſeparated. And the Love of 
God in its Beginning, does not wholly annihilate 
the Love of the Creature, 

But what Excuſes could I not find in you, if the 
Crime were .excuſable ? Unprofitable Honour, 
troubleſome Riches, could never tempt me; but 
thoſe Charms, that Beauty, that Air, which I yet 
behold at this Inſtant, have occaſioned my Fall. 
Your Looks were the Beginning of my Guilt ; | 
your Eyes, your Diſcourſe, pierced my Heart ; 
and in ſpite of that Ambition and Glory which 
filled it, and offered to make a Defence, Love ſoon 1 
made itſelf Maſter. God, in Order to puniſh 

( 


- me, forſook me. His Providence permitted thoſe 
Conſequences which have fince happened. You 


are no longer of the World; you have re- 
nounced it: I am a Religious, devoted to Solitude; k 
ſhall we make no Advantage of our Condition ? 0 
Would you deſtroy my Piety in its Infant State? a 
Would you have me forſake the Convent into ſe 
which I am but newly entered ? Muſt I renounce my al 


Vows ? I have made them in the Preſence of God: de 
Whither ſhall I fly from his Wrath, if I violate al 
them? Suffer me to ſeek for Eaſe in my Duty: MW ti 
How difficult is it to procure that! I paſs whole In 
Days and Nights alone in this Cloyſter, without he 
cloſing my Eyes. My Love burns fiercer, amidit WW re 
the happy Indifference of thoſe who ſurround me, WW cl. 
and my Heart is at once pierced with your Sor- di. 
rows and its own. Oh what a Loſs have I ſuſtain» an 
ed, when 1 confider your Conſtancy ! What Plea- H. 
ſures have I miſſed enjoying ! I ought not to 2 

| $ 
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feſs this Weakneſs to you; I am ſenſible I commit 
a Fault ; if I could have ſhewed more Firmneſs 
of Mind, I ſhould perhaps have provoked. your 
Reſentment againſt me, and your Anger might 
work that Effect in you which your Virtue could 
not. If in the World I publiſhed my Weakneſs by 
Verſes and Love-ſongs, ought not the dark Cells 
of this Houſe to conceal that Weakneſs, at leaſt 
under an Appearance of Piety ? Alas! I am ftill 
the ſame ! Or if I avoid the Evil, I cannot do the 
Good ; and yet I ought to join both, in order to 
make this Manner of Living profitable. But how 
difficult is this in the Trouble which ſurrounds me? 
Duty, Reaſon, and Decency, which upon other 
Occaſions have ſome Power over me, are here en- 
tirely uſeleſs. The Goſpel is a Language I do not 
underſtand when it oppoſes my Paſſion. Thoſe 
Oaths which I have taken before the Holy Altar, 
are feeble Helps when oppoſed to you. Amidſt 
ſo many Voices which call me to my Duty, I hear 
and obey Nothing but the ſecret Dictates of a 
deſperate Paſſion, Void of all Reliſh for Virtue, 
any Concern for my Condition, or any Applica- 
tion to my Studies, I am continually preſent by my 
Imagination where I ought not to be, and I find I 
have no Power, when I would at any Time cor- 
rect it. I feel a perpetual Strife between my In. 
clination and my Duty. I find myſelf entirely 8 
diſtracted Lover; unquiet in the Midſt of Silence, 
and reſtleſs in this Abode of Peace and Repoſe. 
How ſhameful is ſuch a Condition! | 

Conſider me no more, I entreat you, as 2 
Founder, 


* 
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Founder, or any great Perſonage; your Encomi- 
ums do but ill agree with ſach multiplied Weak- 
neſſes. I am a miſerable Sinner, proſtrate before 
my Judge, and with my Face preſſed to the Earth, 
I mix my Tears and Sighs in the Duſt, when the 
Beams of Grace and Reaſon enlighten me. Come, 
ſee me in this Poſture, and ſollicit me to love you? 
Come, if you think fit, and in your Holy Habit 
thruſt yourſelf between God and me, and be a 
Wall of Separation, Come, and force from me 
thoſe Sighs, 'Thoughts, and Vows, which I owe 
to him only. Aſſiſt the evil Spirits, and be the In- 
ſtrument of their Malice. What cannot you in- 
duce a Heart to, whoſe Weakneſs you ſo perfectly 
know ? But rather withdraw yourſelf, and contri- 
bute to my Salvation. Suffer me to avoid 


will always be the higheſt Love to ſhew none : I 
here releaſe you of all- your Oaths and Engage- 
ments. Be God's wholly, to whom you are ap- 
propriated; I will never oppoſe ſo pious a Defign, 
How happy ſhall I be if I thus loſe you ! then ſhall 
J be indeed a Religious, and you a perfect Example 

of an Abbeſs. 
Make yourſelf Amends by fo glorious a Choice; 
make your Virtue a Spectaele worthy Men and 
Angels: Be humble among your Children, aſſidu- 
ous in your Choir, exact in your Diſcipline, dili- 
gent in your Reading ; make even your Recrea- 
tions uſeful, Have you purchaſed your Vocation 
at ſo ſlight a Rate, as that you ſhould not turn it 
; to 


ABEL ARD # HELOISE. nit 
to the beſt Advantage ? Since you have permitted 
yourſelf to be abuſed by falſe Doctrine, and crimi- 
nal Inſtructions, reſiſt not thoſe good Counſels 
which Grace and Religion inſpire me with; I 
muſt confeſs to you, I have thought myſelf hitherto 
an abler Maſter to inſtill Vice, than to excite Vir- 
tue. My falſe Eloquence has only ſet off falſe 
Good. My Heart, drunk with Voluptuoufneſs, 
could only ſuggeſt Terms proper and moving to re- 
commend that. The Cup of Sinners overflows 
with ſo enchanting a Sweetneſs, and we are natu- 
rally ſo much inclined to tafte it, that it needs on- 
ly be offered to us. On the other Hand, the Chalice 
of Saints is filled with a bitter Draught, and 
Nature ſtarts from it. And yet you reproach me 
with Cowardice for giving it you firſt ; I willingly 
ſubmit to, theſe Accuſations. I cannot enough ad- 
mire the Readineſs you ſhewed to take the religi- 
ons Habit: Bear therefore with Courage the Croſs 
which yon have taken up ſo reſolutely. Drink of 
the Chalice of Saints, even to the Bottom, without 
turning your Eyes with Uncertainty upon me. Let 
me remove far from you, and gs: the Apoſtle who 
hath ſaid, Fly. 

You intreat me to return, under a Pretence of 
Devotion, Your Earneſtneſs in this Point creates 
a Suſpicion in me, and makes me doubtful how 
to anſwer you. Should I commit an Error here, 
my Words would bluſh, if I may ſay fo, after the 
Hiſtory of my Misfortunes. The Church is jea- 
lous of its Glory, and commands that -her Chil- 


dren 
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dren ſhould be induced to the Practice of Vir- 
tue by virtuous Means. When we have approach- 
ed God after an unblameable Manner, we may 
then with Boldneſs invite others to him. But to 


forget Heloiſe, to ſee her no more, is what Heaven 


demands of Abelard; and to expect Nothing from 
Abelard, to loſe him, even in Idea, is what 
Heaven enjoins Heloiſe. To forget, in the Caſe of 
Love, is the moſt neceſſary Penitence, and the 
moſt difficult. It is eaſy to recount our Faults; 
how many, through Indiſcretion, have made them- 
ſelves a ſecond Pleaſure of this, inſtead of confeſ- 
ſing them with Humility. The only Way to return 
to God is, by neglecting the Creature which we 
have adored, and adoring God whom we have ne- 
gleted. This may appear harſh, but it muſt be 
done if we would be ſaved, 

To make it more eaſy, obſerve why I preſſed 
you to your Vow before I took mine ; and pardon 
my Sincerity, and the Deſign I have of meriting 
your Neglect and Hatred, if I conceal Nothing 
from you of the Particulars you enquire after, 
When I ſaw myſelf ſo oppreſſed with my Misfor- 


tune, my Impotency made me jealous, and I con- 


fidered all Men as my Rivals. - Love has more of 
Diſtruſt than Aſſurance, I was apprehenſive of A- 
bundance of Things, becauſe I ſaw I had Abun- 
dance of Defects; and being tormented. with Fear 
from my own Example, I imagined your Heart, 
- which had been ſo much accuſtomed to Love, 
would not be long without entering into a new 


Engagement. Jealouſy can eaſily believe the moſt 
| dreadful 
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dreadful Conſequences. I was deſirous to put 
myſelf out of a Poſſibility of doubting of you. I 
was very urgent to perſuade you that Decency re- 
quired you ſhould withdraw from the envious Eyes 
of the World ; that Modeſty, and our F riendſhip, 
demanded it ; nay, that your own Safety obliged 
you to it; and that after ſuch a Revenge taken 
upon me, you could expect to be ſecure no where 
but in a Convent. 

I will do you Juſtice, you were very eaſily per- 
ſuaded to it, My Jealouſy ſecretly triumphed over 
your innocent Compliance ; and yet, triumphant 
as I was, I yielded you up to God with an unwil- 
ling Heart. I ſtill kept my Gift as much as was 
poſſible, and only parted with it that I might ef- 
fectually put it out of the Power of Men. I did 
not perſuade you to Religion out of any Regard 
to your Happineſs, but condemned you to it, like. 
an Enemy who deſtroys what he cannot carry off. 
And yet you heard my Diſcourſes with Kindneſs, 
you ſometimes interrupted me with Tears, and 
preſſed me to acquaint you which of the Convents. 
was moſt in my Eſteem. What a Comfort did I 
feel in ſeeing you ſhut up! I was now at Eaſe, and 
took a Satisfaction in conſidering that you did not 
continue long in the World after my Diſgrace, and 
that you would return into it no more. 8 * 

But fill this was doubtful; I imagined Women 
were incapable of maintaining any conſtant Re- 
ſolutions, unleſs they were forced by the Neceſſity 
of red Vows, I wanted thoſe Vows, and Heaven 

a I irſelf 
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itſelf for your Security, that I might no longer diſ- 
truſt you. Ye holy Manſions, ye impenetrable 
Retreats, from what numberleſs Apprehenſions 
have you freed me ? Religion and Piety keep a 
ſtrict Guard round your Grates and high Walls. 
What a Haven of Reſt is this to a jealous Mind! 
And with what Impatience did I endeavour it! I 
went every Day trembling to exhort you to this 
Sacrifice ; I admired, without daring to mention 
it then, a Brightneſs in your Beauty which I had 
never obſerved before. Whether it was the Bloom 
of a riſing Virtue, or an Anticipation of that great 
Laſs I was going to ſuffer, I was not curious in ex- 
amining the Cauſe, but only haſtened your being 
profeſſed. I engaged your Prioreſs in my Guilt 
by a criminal Bribe, with which I purchaſed the 
Right of burying you, The profeſſed of the 
Houſe were alike bribed, and concealed from you, 
by my Directions, all their Scruples and Diſguſts, 
J omitted nothing, either little or great. And if 
you had eſcaped all my Snares, I myſelf would not 
have retired : I was reſolved to follow you every 
where. This Shadow of myſelf would always have 
purſued your Steps, and continually occaſioned either 
your Confuſion or Fear, which would have been a 
ſenſible Gratification to me. 

But thanks to Heaven, you reſolved to make a 
Vow ; I accompanied you with Terror tothe Foot 
of the Altar; and while you ſtretched out your 
Hand to touch the ſacred Cloth, I heard you pro- 
nounce diſtinctly thoſe fatal Words which for ever 


ſeparated 
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ſeparated you from all Men. Till then your Beauty 
and Youth ſeemed to oppoſe my Deſign, and to 
threaten your Return into the World. Might not 
a ſmall Temptation have changed you ? Is it poſ- 
ſible to renounce one's ſelf entirely at the Age of TWO 
and Twenty ? At an Age which claims the moſt 
abſolute Liberty, could you think the World no 
longer worthy of your Regard ? How much did 
I wrong you, and what Weakneſs did I impute to 
you? You were in my Imagination nothing but 
Lightneſs and Inconſtancy. Might not a young 
Woman at the Noiſe of the Flames, and of the 
Pall of Sodom, look back, and pity ſome one Per- 
ſon ? I took Notice of your Eyes, your Motion, 
your Air; I trembled at every Thing. You may 
call ſuch a ſelf- intereſted Conduct Treachery, Per- 
fidiouſneſs, Murther. A Love which was ſo like to 
Hatred,,ought to provoke the utmoſt Contempt and 
Anger. 

It is fit you ſhould know that the very Moment, 
when I was convinced of your being entirely. de- 
voted to me, when I ſaw you were infinitely wor- 
thy of all my Love and Acknowledgment ; I ima- 
gined I could love you no more; I thought it Time 
to leave off giving you any Marks of Affection; 3 
and I conſidered that by your Holy Eſpouſals you 
were now the peculiar Care of Heaven, even H the 
dt Quality of a Wife. My Jealouſy ſeemed to be ex- 
tinguiſhed : When God only is our Rival, we haye 
Nothing to ſear; and being in greater Tranquil- 
lity than ever before, I dared even to offer up 
Prayers, and beſcech him to take you away from 


I 2 my 
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my Eyes: but it was not a Time to make raſh 
Prayers; and my Faith was too imperfect to let 
them be heard. He who ſees the Depths and Se- 
crets of all Men's Hearts, ſaw mine did not agree 
with my Words. Neceſſity and Deſpair were the 
Springs of this Proceeding. Thus I inadvertently 
offered an Inſult to Heaven, rather than a Sacrifice. 
God rejected my Offering and my Prayer, and con- 
tinued my Puniſhment, by ſuffering me to continue 
my Love. Thus under the Guilt of your Vows, 
and of the Paſſion which preceded them, I muſt be 
tormented all the Days of my Life. 

If God ſpoke to your Heart, as to that of a Re- 
ligious whoſe Innocence had firſt engaged him to 
heap on it a thouſand Favours, I ſhould have Mat- 
ter of Comfort; but to ſee both of us Victims of 
a criminal Love; to ſee this Love inſult us, and in- 
veſt itſelf with our very Habits, as with Spoils it 
has taken from our Devotion, fills me with Hor- 
ror and Trembling. Is this a State of Reproba- 
tion ? Or are theſe the Conſequences of a long 
Drunkenneſs in prophane Love? We cannot ſay 
Love is a Drunkenneſs and a Poiſon, till we are 
illuminated by Grace; in the mean Time it is an 
Evil which we doat on. When we are under ſuch 
a Miſtake, the Knowledge of our Miſery is the firſt 
Step towards Amendment. Who does not know that 
*tis for the Glory of God, to find no other Founda- 
tion in Man for his Mercy, than Man's very Weak- 
- neſs? When he has ſhewed us this Weakneſs, and 

we bewail it, he is ready to put forth his Omnipo- } 
tence to afhſt us, Let us ſay for our Comfort, that a 
2 what 
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what we ſuffer is one of thoſe long and terrible 
Temptations which have ſometimes diſturbed the 
Vocations of the moſt Holy. 
God can afford his Preſence to Men, in order to 
ſoften their Calamities, whenever he ſhall think fit. 
It was his Pleaſure, when you took the Veil, to 
draw you to him by his Grace. I ſaw your Eyes, 
when you ſpoke your laſt Farewel, fixed upon the 
Croſs, It was above fix Months before you wrote 
me a Letter, nor during all that Time did I re- 
ceive any Meſſage from you. I admired this Si- 
lence, which I durſt not blame, and could not imi- 
tate: I wrote to you, you returned me no Anſwer : 
Your Heart was then ſhut : but this Garden of the 
Spouſe is now opened, he is withdrawn from it, 
and has left you alood: By removing from you, 
he has made Trial of you ; call him back, and 
ſtrive to regain him. We muſt have the Afﬀiftance 
of God, that we may break our Chains; we have 
engaged too deeply in Love, to free ourſelves. 
Our Follies have penetrated even into the moſt ſa- 
cred Places. Our Amours have been Matter of 
Scandal to a whole Kingdom. They are read and 
admired ; Love, which produced them, has cauſed 
them to be deſcribed. We ſhall be a Conſolation 
for the Failings of Youth hereafter. Thoſe Who 
offend after us, will think themſelves leſs guilty. 
We are Criminals whoſe Repentance is late; O 
may it be ſincere ! Let us repair, as far as4s poſſi- 
ble, the Evils we have done ; and let France, which 
has been the Witneſs of our Crimes, be aſtoniſhed 
at our Penitence. Let us confound all who would 
5 I 3 imitate 
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imitate our Guilt; let us take the Part of God a- 
gainſt curſelves, and by ſo doing prevent his Judg- 
ment. Our former Irregularities require Tears, 
Shame, and Sorrow to expiate them. Let us offer 
up theſe Sacrifices from our Hearts; let us bluſh, 
let us weep. If in theſe weak Beginnings, Lord, 
our Heart is not entirely thine, let it at leaſt be 
made ſenſible that it ought to be ſo ! 
Deliver yourſelf, Heloiſe, from the ſhameful Re- 
mains of a Paſſion which has taken too deep Root, 
Remember that the leaſt Thought for any other 
than God is an Adultery, If you could ſee me 
here with my meager Face, and melancholy Air, 
ſurrounded with Numbers of perſecuting Monks, | 
who are alarmed at my Reputation for Learning, 
and offended at my lean Viſage, as if I threatened 
them with a Reformation; what would you ſay of 
my baſe Sighs, and of thoſe unprofitable Tears \ 
* which deceive theſe credulous Men. Alas! I am ] 
I 
n 


humbled under Love, and not under the Croſs. 
Pity me, and free yourſelf, If your Vocation be, 
as you ſay, my Work, deprive me not of the Me- 


rit of it by your continual Inquietudes, Tell me tc 
that you will honour the Habit which covers you, fe 
by an inward Retirement. Fear God, that you 01 
may be delivered from your Frailties. Love him, fir 
if you would advance in Virtue, Be not uneaſy D 
in the Cloyſter, for it is the Dwelling of Saints. af 
Embrace you Bands, they are the Chains of Chhriſt 83 
Jeſus: He will lighten them, and bear them with ſer 
you, if you bear them with Humility. fla 

Without growing ſevere to a Paſſion which yet Tin 


9 poſſeſſes 
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poſſeſſes you, learn from your own Miſery to ſuc- 
cour your weak Siſters; pity them upon Conſidera- 
tion of your own Faults, And if any Thoughts 
too natural ſhall importune you, fly to the Foot 
of the Croſs, and beg for Mercy; there are Wounds 
open; lament before the dying Deity. At the 
Head of a religious Society be not a Slave, and 
having Rule over Queens, begin to govern yourſelf. 
Bluſh at the leaſt Revolt of your Senſes. Remem- 
ber that even at the Foot of the Altar we often 
ſacrifice to lying Spirits, and that no Incenſe can 
be more agreeable to them, than that which in 
thoſe holy Places burns in the Heart of a Religious 
ſtill ſenſtble of Paſſion and Love. If during your 
Abode in the. World, your Soul has acquired a 
Habit-of loving, feel it now no more but for Jeſus 
Chriſt. Repent of all the Moments of your Life 
which you have waſted upon the World, and upon 
Pleaſure ; demand them of me, *tis a Robbery which 
I am guilty of; take Courage, and _ ny 
me with it. 

I have been indeed your Maſter, but it was only 
to teach you Sin, You call me your Father; be- 
fore T had any Claim to this Title, I deſerved that 
of Parricide. I am your Brother, but 'tis the Af- 
finity of our Crimes that has purchaſed me that 
Diſtinction. I am called your Huſband, but it is 
after a publick Scandal, If you have abuſed the 
Sanctity of ſo many venerable Names in the Super- 
ſcription of your Letter, to do me Honour, and. 
flatter your own Paſtion, blot them out, and place 
in their Stead thoſe of a Murtherer, a Villain, an 

I 4 Enemy, 
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Enemy, who has conſpired againſt your Honour, 


troubled your Quiet, and betrayed your Innocence. 
You would have periſhed through my Means, but 
for an extraordinary Act of Grace, which, t 
might be ſaved, has thrown me down in t 
of my Courſe, 

This is the Idea you ought to have of à Fugi. 


tive, who endeavours to deprive you of the Hope 


of ſeeing him any more, But when Love has once 
been fincere, how difficult is it to determine to love 
no- more | *Tis a thouſand Times more eaſy to re- 
nounce the World than Love. I] hate this deceit- 
ful faithleſs World ; I think no more of it ; but 
my Heart ſtill wandering, will eternally make me 
feel the Anguiſh of having loſt you, in ſpite of all 
the Convictions of my Underſtanding, In the 
mean Time, though I ſhould be ſo cowardly as to 
retract what you have read, do not ſuffer me to of- 
fer myſelf to your Thoughts, but under this laſt 
Notion. Remember my laſt Endeavours were to 
ſeduce your Heart. You periſhed by my Means, 
and 1 with you. The ſame Waves ſwallowed us 
both up. We waited for Death with Indifference, 
and the ſame Death had carried us headlong to the 
ſame Puniſhments. But Providence has turned off 
this Blow, and our Shipwreck has thrown us nto a 
Haven, There are ſome whom the Mercy oi God 
ſaves by Afflictions. Let my Salvation be the Fruit 
of your Prayers! Let me owe it to your Tears or 
exemplary Holineſs ! Though my Heart, Lord ! be 
filled with the Love of one of thy Creatures, thy 
Hand can when it pleaſes draw out of it thoſe = 
| whic 
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which fill its whole Capacity. To love Heloi/e 
truly, is to leave her intirely to that Quiet which 
Retirement and Virtue afford. I have reſolved it; 
this Letter ſhall be my laſt Fault. Adieu. 

If J die here, Iwill give Orders that my Body be 
carried to the Houſe of the Paraclete. Vou ſhall ſee 
me in that Condition; not to demand Tears from 
you, 'twill then be too late; weep rather for me 
now, to extinguiſh that Fire which burns me. You 
ſhall ſee me, to ſtrengthen your Piety by the Horror 
of this Carcaſe; and my Death, then more eloquent 
than I can be, will tell you what you love, when 
you love a Man, I hope you will be contented, 
when you have finiſhed this mortal Life, to be 
buried near me. Your cold Aſhes need then fear 
Nothing, and my Tomb will by that Means be 
more rich and more renowned, 


LETTER 
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LETTER IV; 
HELOISE to ABELARD. 


In the felſowing Letter th: Paſſion of Heloiſe breaks 
out with more Violence than ever. That which ſhe 
had received from Abelard, inſtead of fortifying her 
Reſolutions, ſerved only to revive in her Memory all 

their paſt Endearments and Misfortunes. With this 


Impreſſion, ſhe writes again to her Huſband ; and | 


appears now, not fo much in the Character of a Re- 

 ligious, flriving with the Remains of her former 

Weakneſs, as in that of an unhappy Woman aban- 
doned to all the Tranſports of Love and Deſpair. 


To Abelard her avell. Beloved in C Friſt Teſus, from 
Heloiſe &is well. beloved in the ſame Chriſt Feſus. 


1 Read the Letter I received from you with Abun- 

dance of Impatience: In Spite of all my Mis- 
fortunes, I hoped to find Nothing in it beſides Ar- 
guments of Comfort. But how ingenious are Lo- 
vers in tormenting themſelyes ! Judge of the ex- 


| quiſite Senſibility and Force of my Love, by that 


which cauſes the Grief of my Soul. I was diſturbed 
at the Sep of "wow Letter; Why did you 
place 
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place the Name of Heloiſe before that of Abzlard? 
What means this cruel and unjuit Diſtinction? 
'Twas your Name only, the Name of a Father, 
and of a Huſband, which my eager Eyes ſought 
after. I did not look for my own, which I had 
mugh rather, if poſſible, forget, as being the Cauſe 
of Your Misfortune. The Rules of Decorum, and 
the Character of Maſter and Director which you 
have over me, oppoſed that ceremonious Manner of 
addreſſing me; and Love commanded you to baniſh 
it: Alas! you know all this but too well. 

Did you write thus to me before cruel Fortune 
had ruined my Happineſs ? I ſee your Heart has 
deſerted me, and you have made greater Advances 
in the Way of Devotion than I could wiſh : Alas! 
I am too weak to follow you ; condeſcend at leaft 
to ſtay for me, and animate me with your Advice, 
Will you have the Cruelty to abandon me ? The 
Fear of this ſtabs my Heart; but the fearful Pre- 
ſages you make at the latter End of your Letter, 
thoſe terrible Images you draw of your Death, quite 
diſtract me. Cruel Abelard ! you ought to have. 
ſtopped my Tears, and you make them flow. You 
ought to have quieted the Diſorder of. my Heart, 
and you throw me into Deſpair, 

You deſire that after your Death I ſhould take 
Care of your Aſhes and pay them the laſt Duties. 
Alas! in what Temper did you conceive theſe 
mournful Ideas? And how could you deſcribe 
them to me? Did not the Apprehenſion of cauſing 
my preſent Death make the Pen drop from your 
Hand ? You did not reflect, I ſuppoſe, upon all 

thoſo 
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thoſe Torments to which you were going to deliver 
me. Heaven, as ſevere as it has been againſt me, is 
not in ſo great a Degree ſo, as to permit me to live 
one Moment after you. Life, without my Abelard, 
is an unſupportable Puniſhment, and Death a moſt 
exquiſite Happineſs, if by that Means I can be 
united with him. If Heaven hears the Prayers J 
continually make for you, your Days will be pro- 
longed, and you will bury me, 

Ils it not your Part to prepare me by your 
powerful Exhortations againſt that great Criſis, 
which ſhakes the moſt reſolute and confirmed 
Minds ? Is it not your Part to receive my laſt 
Sighs, take Care of my Funeral, and give an Ac- 
count of my Manners and Faith ? *Who but you 
can recommend us worthily to God, and by the 
Fervour and Merit of your Prayers, conduct thofe 
Souls to him which you have joined to his -Worſhip 
by ſolemn Contracts? We expect theſe pious Offi- 
ces from your paternal Charity, After this you 
will be free from thoſe Diſquietudes which now 
moleſt you, and you will quit Life with more Eaſe 
whenever it ſhall pleaſe God to call you away. You 
may follow us content with what you have done, 
and in a full Aſſurance of our Happineſs, But till 
then write not to me any ſuch terrible Things: Are 
we not already ſufficiently miſerable ? Muſt we ag- 
gravate our Sorrows ? Our Life here is but a lan- 
guiſhing Death; will you haſten it? Our preſent 
Diſgraces are ſufficient to employ our Thoughts con- 
tinually, and ſhall we ſeek for new Arguments of 
Gnef in Futurities,? How void of Reaſon are Men, 
| ſaid 
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ſaid Seneca, to make diſtant Evils preſent by Re- 
fleftion, and to take Pains before Death to loſe all 
the Comforts of Life ! 

When you have finiſhed your Courſe here be- 
low, you ſay it is your Defire that your Body be 
carried to the Houſe of the Paraclete ; to the In- 
tent that being always expoſed to my Eyes, you- 
may be for ever preſent to my Mind ; and that 
your dead Body may ſtrengthen our Piety, and ani- 
mate our Prayers, Can you think that the Traces 
you have drawn in my Heart can ever be worm 
out; or that any Length of Time can obliterate the 
Memory we have here of your Benefits ? And 
what Time ſhall I find for thoſe Prayers you ſpeak 
of? Alas, I ſhall then be filled with other Cares. 
Can ſo heavy a Misfortune leave me a Moment's 

WH. Quiet ? Can my feeble Reaſon reſiſt ſuch power-: 
| ful Aſſaults? When I am diſtracted and raving, 
(if I dare ſay it) even againſt Heaven itſelf, I 
ſhall not ſoften it by my Prayers, but rather pro- 
voke it by my Cries and Reproaches ! But how 
ſhould I pray, or how bear up againſt my Grief ? 
I ſhould be more urgent to follow you, than to pay 
you the ſad Ceremonies of Burial, It is for you, 
for Abelard, that I have refolved to live: if you 
are raviſhed from me, what Uſe can I make of my 
miſerable Days? Alas ! what Lamentations ſhould 
| make, if Heaven, by a cruel Pity, ſhould preſerve 
me till that Moment? When I bur think of this 
laſt Separation, I feel all the Pangs of Death; 
what ſhall I be then, if I ſhould ſee this dreadful 
Hour ? Forbear therefore to infuſe into my Mind 
1 | | ſach 
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ſuch mournful Thoughts, i if not for Low. at leaſt for 
Pity. 

| You deſire me to give myſelf up- to my Duty, 
and to be wholly God's, to whom I am conſe- 
erated, How can I do that, when you frighten 
me with Apprehenſions that continually poſſeſs my 
Mind Day and Night ? When an Evil: threatens 
us K and it is impoſſible to ward it off, why do we 
give up ourſelves to the unprofitable Fear of it, 
which is yet even more tormenting than the Evil 
itſelf ? 

What have I to hope for after this Loſs of you ? 
What can confine me to Earth, when Death ſhall 
have taken away from me all that was dear upon 
It ? I have renounced without Difliculty all the 
Charms of Life, preſerving only my Love, and the 
ſecret Pleaſure of thinking inceſſantly of you, and 
hearing that you live. And yet, alas ! you do not 
live for me, and J dare not even flatter myſelf 
with the Hopes that I ſhall ever enjoy a Sight of 
vou more! This is the greateſt of my Afflictions: 
Mercilgfs Fortune! haſt thou not perſecuted me 
enough r, Thou doſt not give me any Reſpite ; 
chöw alt exhauſted all thy Vengeance upon me, 
and reſerved thyſelf Nothing whereby thou may'ſt 
appear terrible to others. Thou haſt wearied thy- 
ſelf in tormenting me, and others have Nothing 
now to fear from thy Anger, But to what Pur- 
poſe doſt thou ſtill arm thyſelf againſt me? The 
Wounds I have already received leave no Room for 
new ones. Why cannot I urge thee to kill me? Or 
doſt thou fear, amidſt the numerous Torments thou 

| den 
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heapeſt on me, doſt thou fear that ſuch a Stroke 
would: dekver me from all? therefore thou pre- 


ſerveſt me from Death, in order to make me die 


every Moment. 


Dear Abelard, pity my Deſpair! Was ever any 
Thing fo miſerable ! The higher you raiſed me 
above other Women who envied me your Love, 
the more ' ſenfible am I now of the Loſs of your 
Heart, I was exalted to the Top of Happineſs, 
only that I might have a more terrible Fall. No- 
thing could formerly be compared to my Pleaſures, 
and Nothing now can equal my, Miſery. My 
Glory once raiſed the Envy of my Rivals ; my pre- 
ſent Wretchedneſs moves the Compaſſion of all 
that ſee me. My Fortune has been always in Ex- 
tremes, the has heaped on me her moſt delightful 
Favours, that ſhe might load me with the greateſt of 
her Afflictions. Ingenious in tormenting me, ſhe 
has made the Memory of the Joys Fhave loſt, an 
inexhauſtible Spring of my Tears. Love, which 
poſſeſt was her greateſt Gift, being taken away, oc- 
caſions all my Sorrow. In ſhort, her Malice has en- 
tirely ſucceeded, and I find my preſent Afflictions 
proportionably bitter as the Tranſports which 
charmed me were ſweet. | 

But what aggravates my Sufferings yet more, is, 
that we began to be miſerable at a Time when we 
ſeemed the leaſt to. deſerve it. While we gave 
ourſelves up to the Enjoyment of a criminal 
Love, Nothing oppoſed our vicious Pleaſures. 
But ſcarce had we retrenched what was unlawful 
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in our Paſſion, and taken Refuge in Marriage 
againſt that Remorſe which might have purſued 
us, but the whole Wrath of Heaven fell on us in 
all its Weight. But how barbarous was your 
Puniſhment 1 The very Remembrance makes me 
ſhake with Horror. Could an outrageous Huſ- 


| band make a Villain ſuffer more, that had diſho. 


noured his Bed? Ah! what Right had a cruel Un- 
cle over us? We were joined to each other even 
before the Altar, which ſhould have protected you 
from the Rage of your Enemies, Muſt a Wife 
draw on you that Puniſhment which ought not to 
fall on any but an adulterous Lover? Beſides, we 
were ſeparated ; you were buſy in your Exerciſes, 
and inſtructed a learned Auditory in Myſteries, 
which the greateſt Geniuſes before you were not 
able to penetrate ; and I, in Obedience to you, re- 
tired to a Cloyſter. I there ſpent whole Days in 
thinking of you, and ſometimes meditating on 
holy Leſſons, to which I endeavoured to apply my- 
ſelf. In this very Juncture you became the Victim 
of, the moſt unhappy Lore. You alone expiated 
the Crime common to us both : You only were 
puniſhed, though both of us were guilty, You, 
who were leaſt ſo, was the Object of the whole 
Vengeance of a barbarous Man. But why ſhould 


1 rave at your Aſſaſſins ? I, wretched I, have ruin- 


ed you ; I have been the Original of all your Mis- 
fortunes ! Good Heaven ! why was I born to be 
the Occaſion of ſo tragical an Accident ? How 
dangerous is it for a great Man to ſuffer himſelf to 
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be moved by our Sex! He ought from his In fancy 
to be inured to Inſenſibility of Heart, againſt all 
our Charms. Hearkes, my Son, (iaid formerly the 
wiſeſt of Men) attend and-keep my Inſtruftions ; if @ 
beautiful Woman by her Looks endeavour to intice thee, 


permit not thyſelf to be overcome by a corrupt Inclina- 


tion; reject the Poiſon ſhe offers, and follow not the 


Paths which ſbe direfts, Her Houſe is the Gate f 


Deſtruction and Death, I have long examined 
Things, and have found that Death itfelf is a leſs 
dangerous Evil than Beauty. Tis the Shipwreck 
of Liberty, a fatal Snare, from which it is impoſ- 
ſible ever to get free. Twas Woman which threw 
down the firſt Man from that glorious Condition in 
which Heaven had placed him. She who was 
created in order to partake of his Happineſs, was 
the ſole Cauſe of his Ruin. How bright had been 
thy Glory, Samp/on, if thy Heart had been as firm 


betrayed thee, who hadſt been a glorious Conque- 
ror of Armies, Thou ſaw'ſt thyſelf delivered into. 
the Hands of thy Enemies; thou waſt deprived of 
| thy Eyes, thoſe Inlets of Love Into thy Soul: Diſ- 
. trated and deſpairing didſt thou die, without any 


| Conſolation bat that of involving thy Enemies in 


. thy Deſtruction. Solomon, that he might pleaſe 
Women, forſook the Care of pleaſing God: That 
King, whoſe Wiſdom Princes came from all Parts 
to admire, he whom God had choſe to build him 
a Temple, abandoned the Worſhip of thoſe very 
Iltars he had defended, and proceeded to ſuch a 
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againſt the Charms of Dalilab, as aginſt the Wea- 
pons of the Philifines ! A Woman diſarmed and 
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Pitch of Folly as even to burn Incenſe to Idols. 
Feb had no Enemy more cruel than his Wife : 
What Temptations did be not bear ? The evil Spi- 
rit who had declared himſelf his Perſecutor, em- 
ployed a Woman as an Inftrument to ſhake his 
Conſtancy. And the ſame evil Spirit made Heloi/e 
an Inſtrument to ruin Abe/ard! All the poor Com- 
fort I have is, that I am not the voluntary Cauſe 
of your Misfortunes, I haye not betrayed you ; 
but my Conftancy and Love have been deſtructive 
to you. If I have committed a Crime in having 
loved you with Conſtancy, I hall never be able to 
repent of that Crime. Indeed I gave myſelf up too 
much to the Captivity of thoſe ſoft Errors into 
which my riſing Paſſion ſeduced me, I have en- 
deavoured to pleaſe you, even at the Expence of 
my Virtue, and therefore deſerve thoſe Pains J 
feel. My guilty Tranſports could not but have a 
tragical End. As ſoon as I was perſuaded of your 
Love, alas, I ſcarce delayed a Moment refigning 
myſelf to all your Proteſtations : To be beloved by 
Abelard, was, in my Eſteem, too much Glory, and 
I too impatiently deſired it, not to believe it imme- 
diately. I endeavoured at Nothing but convincing 
you of my utmoſt Paſſion. I made no Uſe of thoſe 
- Defences of Diſdain and Honour; thoſe Enemies 
of Pleaſure, which tyrannize over our Sex, made in 
me but a weak and unprofitable Reſiſtance. | 
ſacriſiced all to my Love, and I forced my Duty 
to give Place to the Ambition of making. happy 
the moſt gallant and learned Perſon of the Age. 
If any Conſideration had been _ to ſigp me, it 

; © would 
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would have been without Doubt the Intereſt of my 
Love. I feared leſt having Nothing further for you 
to defire, your Paſſion might become languid, and 
you might ſeek. for new Pleaſures in ſome new Con- 
queſt. But it was eaſy for you to cure me of a 
Suſpicion ſo. oppoſite to my own Inclination. LI 
ought to have foreſeen other more certain Evils ; 
and to have conſidered that the Idea of loſt Enjoy- 
ments would be the Trouble of my whole Life. 

How happy ſhould I be, could I waſh out with 
my. Tears the Memory of thoſe Pleaſures, which 
yet I think of with Delight? At leaſt I will exert |, 
ſome generous Endeavour, and by ſmothering in 
my Heart thoſe Deſires to which the Frailty of my 
Nature may give Birth, I will exerciſe Torments 
upon myſelf, like thoſe the Rage of your Enemies 
has made you ſuffer, I will endeavour by that 
Means to ſatisfy you at leaſt, if I cannot appeaſe 
an angry God. For to ſhew you what a deplora- 
ble Condition I am in, and how far my Repen- 
tance is from being available, I dare even accuſe 
Heaven every Moment of Cruelty, for delivering 
you into thoſe Snares which were prepared for you: 
My Repinings kindle the Divine Wrath, when I 
ſhould endeavour to draw down Mercy, 

In, order to expiate a Crime, 'tis not ſufficient 
that we bear the Puniſhment ; whatever we' ſuffer 
is accounted as Nothing, if the Paſſions ſtill conti- 
nue, and the Heart is inflamed with the ſame De- 
fires,  *Tis an eaſy Matter to confeſs a Weakneſs, 
and to inflit ſome Puniſhment upon ourſelves ; 
but *tis * laſt Violence to our Nature to extinguiſh 
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the Memory of Pleaſures, which by a ſweet Habit 
have gained abſolute Poſſeſſion of our Minds. How 
many Perſons do we obſerve who make an outward 
Confeſſion of their Faults, yet, far from being af- 
flicted for them, take a new Pleaſure in the relat- 
ing them. Bitterneſs of Heart ought to accom- 
| pany the Confeſſion of the Mouth, yet that very 
rarely happens. I, who have experienced ſo many 
Plaeſures in loving you, feel, in Spite of myſelf, 
that I cannot repent of them, nor forbear enjoy- 
ing them over again as much as is poſſible, by re- 
collecting them in my Memory. Whatever En- 
deavours I uſe, on whatever Side I turn me, the 
{ſweet Idea ſtill purſues me, and every Object brings 
to my Mind what I ought to forget. During the 
ſtill Night, when my Heart ought to be quiet in 
the Midſt of Sleep, which ſuſpends the greateſt 
Diſturbances, I cannot avoid thoſe Illuſions my 
Heart entertains. I think I am ſtill with my dear 
Abelard. I ſee him, I ſpeak to him, and hear him 
anſwer. Charmed with each other, we quit our 
philoſophic Studies to entertain ourſelves with 
our Paſſion. Sometimes too I ſeem to be a Wit- 
neſs of the bloody Enterprize of your Enemies; I 
oppoſe their Fury ; I fill our Apartment with fear- 
ful Cries, and in the Moment I awake in Tears. 
Even into holy Places before the Altar I carry with 
me the Memory of our guilty Loves. They are my 
whole Buſineſs ; and, far from lamenting for having 

been ſeduced, I ſigh for having loſt them, 
I remember (for Nothing is forgot by Lovers) 
the T and Place in which you firſt declared 
your 
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your Love to me, and ſwore you would love me till 
Death. Your Words, your Oaths, are all deeply 
graven in my Heart. The Diſorder of my Diſ- 
courſe diſcovers to every one the Trouble of my 
Mind. My Sighs betray me; and your Name is 
continually in my Mouth. When I am in this 
Condition, why doſt not thou, O Lord ! pity my 
Weakneſs, and ſtrengthen me by thy Grace? You 
are happy, Abelard, this Grace has prevented you g 
and your Misfortune has been the Occaſion of 
your finding Reſt, The Puniſhment of your Body 
has cured the deadly Wounds of your Soul. The 
Tempeſt has driven you into the Haven. God, 
who ſeemed to lay his Hand heavily upon you, 


ſought only to help you; He is a Father chaſtiz- 
ing, and not an Enemy revenging; a wiſe Phyſi- 


cian, putting you to ſome Pain in order to preſerve 
your Life. I am a thouſand Times more to be 
lamented than you ; I have a thouſand Paſſions to 
combat with, I muſt reſiſt thoſe Fires which Love 
kindles in a young Heart. Our Sex is Nothing but 
Weakneſs, and I have the greater Difficulty to de- 
fend myſelf, becauſe the Enemy that attacks me 


pleaſes me ; I doat on the Danger which threatens 


me, how then can I avoid falling ? 


In the Midſt of theſe Struggles, I endeavour | 


at leaſt to conceal my Weakneſs from thoſe you 
* entruſted to my Care. All who are about 
me admire my Virtue; but could their Eyes pene- 
trate into my Heart, what would they not diſ- 


kde over others, but cannot rule myſelf. I have 


cover? My Paſſions there are in a Rebellion; I pre- 
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but a falſe Covering, and this ſeeming Virtue is 2 


real Vice. Men judge me praiſe-worthy, but I am. 


guilty before God, from whoſe All-ſeeing Eye 
Nothing is hid, and who views, through all their 
Foldings, the Secrets of all Hearts. I cannot 


. eſcape his Diſcovery. And yet it is a great deal to 


me to maintain even this Appearance of Virtue, 
This troubleſome Hypocriſy is in ſome Sort com- 
mendable. I give no Scandal to the World, which 
is ſo eaſy to take bad Impreſſions. I do not ſhake 
the Virtue of theſe feeble Ones who are under my 
Conduct. With my Heart full of the Love of Man, 
I exhort them at leaſt to love only God: Charmed 
with the Pomp of worldly Pleaſures, I endeavour 


to ſhew them that they are all Deceit and Vanity. 


] have juſt Strength enough to conceal from them 
my Inclinations, and J look upon that as a power- 
ful Effect of Grace, If it is not ſufficient to make 
me embrace Virtue, *tis enough to keep me from 
committing Sin. 

And yet it is in vain to endeavour to ſeparate 
theſe two Things. They muſt be guilty who merit 
Nothing ; and they depart from Virtue who delay 
to approach it. Beſides, we ought to have no 
other Motive than the Love of God; alas ! what 
can I then hope for? I own, to my Confuſion, I 
fear more the offending a Man, than the provoking 
God, and ſtudy leſs to pleaſe him than you. Yes, 
*rwas your Command only, and not a fincere Vo- 
cation, as is imagined, that ſhut me up in theſe 
Cloyſters. J ſought to give you Eaſe, and not ta 
ſanctify myſelf, How unhappy am I! I tear"my- 
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ſelf from all that pleaſes me ; I bury myſelf here 


alive, I exerciſe myſelf in the moſt rigid Faſtinge, 
and ſuch Severities as cruel Laws impoſe on us; 
I feed myſelf with Tears and Sorrows ; and not- 
withſtanding this I deſerve Nothing for all the Hard- 
ſhips I ſuffer. My falſe Piety has long deceived 
you as well as others; you have thought me eaſy, 
yet I was more diſturbed than ever, You perſuaded 
yourſelf I was wholly taken up with my Duty, yet 
I had no Buſineſs but Love. Under this Miſtake 
you deſire my Prayers; alas! I muſt expect yours. 
Do not preſume upon my Virtue and my Care. I 
am wavering, and you muſt fix me by your Advice. 
Jam yet feeble, you muſt ſuſtain and guide me by 
your Counſel. 

What Occaſion had you to praiſe me? Praiſe is 
often hurtful to. thoſe on whom it is beſtowed. A 
ſecret Vanity ſprings up in the Heart, blinds us, 
and conceals from us Wounds that are ill cured. 
A Seducer flatters us, and at the ſame Time aims 
at our Deſtruction. A ſincere Friend diſguiſes No- 
thing from us, and far from paſling a light Hand 
over the Wound, makes us feel it the more intenſe. 
ly, by.applying Remedies. Why do you not deal 
after this Manner with me? Will you be eſteemed 
a baſe dangerous Flatterer ; or, if you chance to 
ſee any Thing commendable in me, have you no 
fear that Vanity, which is ſo natural to all Women, 
ſhould quite efface it? But let us not judge of Vir- 


tue by outward Appearances, for then the Repro- 


bate as well as the Ele& may lay Claim to it. An 
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artful Impoſtor may by his Addreſs gain more Ad- 
miration, than the true Zeal of a Saint. 

The Heart of Man is a Labyrinth whoſe Wind. 
ings are very difficult to be diſcovered, The Praiſes 
you give me are the more dangerous, in regard 
that I love the Perſon who gives them. The more 
I defire to pleaſe you, the readier am I to believe 
all the Merit you attribute to me. Ah, think ra- 
ther how to ſupport my Weakneſſes by wholſome 
Remonſtrances ! Be rather fearful than confident 
of my Salvation; ſay our Virtue is founded upon 
Weakneſs, and that thoſe only will be crowned 
who have fought with the greateſt Difficulties : 
But I ſeek not for that Crown which is the Reward 


of Victory, I am content to avoid only the Danger. 


It is eafier to keep off, than to win a Battle, 
There are ſeveral Degrees in Glory, and I am 
not ambitious of the higheſt ; thoſe I leave to Souls 
of great Courage, who have been often victorious. 
I ſeek not to conquer, out of Fear leſt I ſhould be 
oyercome. Happy enough, if I can eſcape Ship- 
wreck, and at laſt gain the Port. Heaven com- 
mands me to renounce that fatal Paſſion which 
unites me to you; but oh! my Heart will never be 
able to conſent to it, Adieu. 


LETTER 


[ 


LETTER KE 
HELOISE ABEL ARD. 


Heloiſe had been dangerouſly ill at the Cen vent of the 
Paraclete : Immediately upon her Recovery, ſpe wrote 
this Letter to Abelard. She ſeems now to have diſ- 
engaged herſelf from him, and to have re/olved to 
think of Nothing but Repentance ; yet diſcovers ſome 
Emotions, which make it doubtful whether Devotion 
had entirely triumphed over her Paſſion. | 


D E AR Abelard, you expect perhaps that I 
ſhould accuſe you of Negligence. You have 
not anſwered my laſt Letter, and Thanks to Hea- 


ven, in the Condition I now am, 'tis a Happineſs to 
me that you ſhew ſo much Inſenſibility for the fatal 
Paſſioh which had engaged me to you; at laſt, Abe- 
lard, you have loſt Helaiſe for ever: Notwithſtand- 
ing all the Oaths I made to think of Nothing but 


you only, and to be entertained with Nothing but. 
you, I have baniſhed you from my Thoughts, I have 


forgot you. Thou charming Idea of a Lover I once 
adored, thou wilt no more be my Happineſs ! Dear 


Image of Atg/ard / thou wilt no more follow me. 


every 
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every where, I will no more remember thee. O 
celebrated Merit of a Man, who in Spite of his 
Enemies, is the Wonder of his Age! O enchanting 
Pleaſures to which Heloiſe entirely reſigned herſelf, 
you, you have been my Tormentors, I confeſs, Abe- 

lard, without a Bluſh, my Infidelity ; Let my In- 
\ conſtancy teach the World that there is no depend- 
ing upon the Promiſes of Women; they are all 
fubje& to change. This troubles you, Abelard; this 
News without Doubt ſurprizes you; you could 
never imagine Heloiſe ſhould be inconſtant. She 
was prejudiced by ſo ſtrong an Inclination to you, 
that you cannot conceive how Time could alter it. 
But be undeceived, I am going to diſcover to you 
my Falſeneſs ; though inſtead of reproaching me, I 
perſuade myſelf you will ſhed Tears of Joy. 
When I ſhall have told you what Rival hath raviſh- 
ed my Heart from you, you will praiſe my Incon- 
Rancy, and will pray this Rival to fix it: By this 
you may judge that *tis God alone that takes He- 
doiſe from you. Yes, my dear Abelard, he gives 
my Mind that Tranquillity which a quick Remem- 
brance of our Misfortunes would not fuffer me to 
enjoy. Juſt Heaven! what other Rival could 
take me from you? Could you imagine it poſſible 
for any Mortal to blot you from my Heart ? Could 
yon think me guilty of ſacrificing the virtuous and 
learned Abelard to any other but to God ? No, I 


believe you have done me Juſtice in this Point. I 
queſtion not but you are impatient to know what: 
Means God uſed to accompliſh ſo great an- Nn 
I will tell you, and wonder at the ſeeret Way of 


3 Providence. 
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Providence. Some, few Days after you ſent me 
your laſt Letter I fell dangerouſly ill, the Phyſi- 
cians gave me over; aad 1 expected certain Death. 
Then it was, that my Paſſion, which always before 
ſeemed innocent, appeared criminal to me. My 
Memory repreſented faithfully to me all the paſt 
Actions of my Life, and I confeſs to you, my Love 
was the only Pain I felt, Death, which till then I 
had always conſidered as at a Diſtance, now pre- 
ſented itſelf to me ſuch as it appears to Sinners. 
I began to dread the Wrath of God, now I was 
going to experience it; and I repented I had made 
no better Uſe of his Grace. Thoſe tender Letters 
I have wrote to you, and thoſe paſſionate Conver- 
ſations I have had with you, gave me as much 
Pain now, as they formerly did Pleaſure. Ah! 
miſerable Heloiſe, ſaid I, if it is a Crime to give 
one's ſelf up to ſuch ſoft Tranſports ; and if, after this 
Life is ended, Puniſhment certainly follows them, 
why didſt thou not reſiſt fo dangerous an Inclina- 
tion ? Think on the Tortures that are prepared for 
thee, confider with Terror that Store of Torments, 
and recollect at the ſame Time thoſe Pleaſures 
which thy deluded Soul thought ſo entrancing. 
Ah, purſued I, doſt thou not almoſt deſpair for 
having rioted in ſuch falſe Pleaſures ? In ſhort, 
Abelard, imagine all the Remorſe of Mind I ſuf- 
fered, and you will not be aſtoniſhed at my Change, 

Solitude is inſupportable to a Mind which is 
not æaſy ; its Troubles increaſe in the Midſt of Si- 
lence, and Retirement heightens them. Since [I 
AERO mut up within theſe Walls, I have done 
n BO nothing 
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nothing but weep for our Misfortunes. This Cloyſter 
has re ſounded with my Cries, and, like a Wretch 
condemned to eternal Slavery, I have worn out my 
Days in Grief and Sighing. Inſtead of fulfilling 
God's merciful Deſign upon me, I have offended 
him ; I have looked upon this ſacred Refuge, like 
a frightful Priſon, and have borne with Unwilling- 
neſs the Yoke of the Lord. Inſtead of ſanctifying 
myſelf by a Life of Penitence, I have confirmed 
my Reprobation. What a fatal Wandering ! But, 
Abelard, I have torn off the Bandage which blind- 
ed me, and, if Idare rely upon the Emotions which 
I have felt, I have made myſelf worthy of your 
Eſteem. You are no more that amorous Abelard, 
who, to gain a private Converſation with me by 
Night, uſed inceſſantly to contrive new Ways to 
deceive the Vigilance of our Obſervers. The Mis- 
fortune which happened to you after ſo many happy 
Moments gave you a Horror for Vice, and you in- 
- ſtantly conſecrated the reſt of your Days to Virtue, 
and ſeemed to ſubmit to this Neceſſity willingly. 
I indeed, more tender than you, and more ſenſi- 
ble of ſoft Pleaſures, bore this Misfortune with ex- 
treme Impatience. Vou have heard my Exclama- 
tions againſt your Enemies. Vou have ſeen my 
whole Reſentment in thoſe Letters 1 wrote to you. 
*Twas this without Doubt which deprived me of 
the Efteem of my Abelard : You were alarmed at 
my Tranſports, and if you will confeſs the Truth, 
you perhaps deſpaired of my Salvation, You could 
not foreſee that Heloiſe would conquer ſo reigning 
2 Paſſion ; but you have been deceived, Abelard; 

* my 


+. 


my Weakneſs, when ſupported by Grace, hath not 
hindered me from obtaining a compleat Victory. 


Piety ought to ſolicit you to this, 


unthought-of Motion oppoſes the Reſolution I 
have formed of ſighing no more for Abelard ? Juft 
Heaven ! have I not yet triumphed over my 
Love ? Unhappy Heloiſe! as long as thou draweſt 
a Breath, it is decreed thou muſt love A4belard; 
weep, unfortunate Wretch that thou art, thou never 
hadſt a more juſt Occaſion. Now I ought to die 


with Grief ; Grace had overtaken me, and I had 


promiſed to be faithful to it, but I now perjure 
myſelf, and ſacrifice even Grace to Abelard, This 
facrilegious Sacrifice fills up,the Meaſure of my 
Iniquities. After this can I hope God ſhould open 
to me the Treaſures of his Mercy ? Have I not 
tired out his Forgiveneſs ? I began to offend him 
from the Moment I firſt ſaw Abelard; an unhappy 
Sympathy engaged us both in a criminal Com- 
merce ; and God raiſed us up an Enemy to ſeparate 
us, I lament and hate the Misfortune which hath 


lighted upon us, and adore the Cauſe, Ah, I : 


ought rather to explain this Accident as the ſecret 


Ordinance of Heaven, which diſapproved of our 


Engagement, and apply myſelf to extirpate my 
Paſſion, How much better were it intirely to for- 
get the Object of it, than to preſerve the Memory 


tion ? Great God! Shall Abelard always poſſeſs my 
Thought; can I never free myſelf from thoſe Chains 
which 
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Reſtore me then to your good Opinion; your own 


But what ſecret Trouble riſes in my Soul, what 
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of it, ſo fatal to the Quiet of my Life, and Salva- 
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which bind me to him? But perhaps I am unrea. 
ſonably afraid; Virtue direQs all my Motions, and 
they are all ſubje& to Grace, Fear no more, dear 
Abelard, J have no longer any of thoſe Sentiments, 
which being deſcribed in my Letters have occaſion- 
ed you ſo much Trouble. I will no more endea- 
vour, by the Relation of thoſe Pleaſures, our new- 
born Paſſion gave us, to awaken that criminal 
Fondneſs you may have for me. I free you from 
all your Oaths; forget the Names of Lover and 
Huſband, but keep always that of Father. I ex- 
pect no more from you thoſe tender Proteſtations, 
and thoſe Letters ſo proper to keep up the Com- 
merce of Love. I demand Nothing of you but ſpi- 
ritual Advice and wholeſome Directions. The Path 
of Holineſs, however thorny it may be, will yet 
appear agreeable when I walk in your Steps. You 
will always find me ready to follow you. I ſhall 
read with more Pleaſure the Letters in which you 
ſhall deſcribe to me the Advantages of Virtue, than 
ever I did thoſe by which you ſo artfully inſtilled 
the fatal Poiſon of our Paſſion. You cannot now 
be ſilent, without a Crime. When I was poſſeſſed 
with ſo violent a Love, and preſſed you ſo earneſt- 
ly to write to me, how many Letters did I ſend 
you before I could obtain one from you ? You de- 
nied me in my Miſery the only Comfort which 
was left me, becauſe you thought it pernicious, 
You endeavoured by Severities to force me to for- 
get you; nor can I blame you; but now you have 
Nothing to fear. A lucky Diſeaſe, which Provi- 
dence ſeemed to have chaſtized me with for my 

Sanctification, 


i HE LOIS E e AB EL ARD. 143 
Sanctification, hath done what all human Efforts, 
and your Cruelty, in vain attempted. I ſee now 
the Vanity of that Happineſs which we had ſet our 
Hearts upon, as if we were never to have loſt it. 
What Fears, what Unealineſs have we been obliged 
to ſuffer ! 

No, Lord, there is no Pleaſure upon Earth, but 
that which Virtue gives! The Heart amidſt all 
worldly Delights feels a Sting; 'tis uneaſy, and 


reſtleſs till fixed on thee. What have TI not ſuf- 


fered, Abelard, while [ kept alive in my Retirement 
thoſe Fires which ruined me in the World ? I faw 


with Horror the Walls which ſurround me, the 
Hours ſeemed as long as Years. I repented a a 


thouſand Times the having buried myſelf here. 
But fince Grace has opened my Eyes all the Scene 
is changed. Solitude looks charming, and the 
Tranquillity which I behold here enters my very 
Heart. In the Satisfaction of doing my Duty I feel 


a Pleaſure, above all that Riches, Pomp, or Sen- 


ſuality could afford, My Quiet has indeed coſt 


me dear, I have bought it even at the Price of my 


Love, I have offered a violent Sacrifice, and which 
ſeemed above my Power. I have torn you from 
my Heart, and be not jealous; God reigns there 


in your Stead, Who ought always to have poſſeſſed 


it entire. Be content with having a Place in my 
Mind, which you ſhall never loſe ; I ſhall always 


take a ſecret Pleaſure in thinking of you, and 


eſteem it a Glory to obey thoſe Rules you ſhall 
give me. | 


This very Moment I receive a Letter from you 3 
I Will 
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I will read it, and anſwer it immediately. You ſhall 
ſee by my Exactneſs in writing to you, that you 
are always dear to me, — You very obligingly re- 
proach me for delaying ſo long to write yon any 
News: My Illneſs muſt excuſe that, I omit no Op- 
portunities of giving you Marks of my Remem- 
brance. I thank you for the Uneaſineſs you ſay 
my Silence cauſed you, and the kind Fears you 
expreſs concerning my Health. Yours, you tell 
me, is but weakly, and you thought lately you 
ſhould have died. With what Indifference, cruel 
Man, do you acquaint me with a Thing ſo certain 
to afflict me ? I told you in my former Letter how 
unhappy I ſhould be if you died ; and if you loved 
me, you would moderate the Rigour of your auſtere 
Life. I repreſented to you the Occafion I had for 
your Advice, and conſequently the Reafon there 
was you ſhould take Care of yourſelf, But I will 
not tire you with the Repetition of the ſame 


Things. You defrre us not to forget you in our Prayers, 


Ah, dear Abelard, you may depend upon the Zeal 
of this Society, tis devoted to you, and you can- 
not juſtly charge it with Forgetfulneſs. You are 
our Father, we your Children : You are our Guide, 
and we reſign ourſelves with Aſſurance in your Piety. 


| You command, we obey ; we faithfully execute 


what you have prudently directed. We impoſe no 
Penance on ourſelves but what you recommend, 
leſt we ſhould: rather follow an indiſcreet Zeal than 
ſolid Virtue, In a Word, Nothing is thought 
rightly done, if without Abelard's Approbation. 


You inform me of one Thing that perplexes me, 
| that 
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that you have heard that ſome of our Siſters gave 
bad Examples, and that there is a general Looſeneſs 
amongſt therz, Ought this to ſeem ſtrange to you, 
who know hw Monaſteries are filled now-a-days ? 
Do Fathers conſult the Inclinations of their Chil- 
dren when they ſettle them? Are not Intereſt and 
Policy their only Rules? This is the Reaſon that 
Monaſteries are often filled with thoſe who are a 
Scandal to them. But I conjure you to tell me 
what are the Irregularities you have heard of, and 
to teach me a proper Remedy for them. I have 
not yet obſerved that Looſeneſs you mention 
when I have, I will take due Care. I walk my 
Rounds every Night, and make thoſe I catch 
abroad return to their Chambers; for I remember 
all the Adventures which happened in the Monaſ- 
teries near Paris. You end your Letter with a 
general deploring of your Unhappineſs, and wiſh 
for Death as the End of a troubleſome Life. Is 
it poſſible a Genius ſo great as yours ſhould never 
get above his paſt Misfortunes ? What would the 
World ſay ſhould they read your Letters as I do? 
Would they confider the noble Motive of your 
Retirement, or not rather think you had ſhut your- 
ſelf up only to lament the Condition to which my 
Uncle's Revenge had reduced you? What would 
your young Pupils ſay who come ſo far to hear 
yon, and prefer your ſevere Lectures to the Soft- 
neſs of a worldly Life, if they ſhould ſee you 
ſecretly a Slave to your Paſſions, and ſenſible f 
all thoſe Weakneſſes from which your Rules can 
— them ? This Abelard they ſo much admire, 
| L — this 
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this great Perſonage which guides them, would 
loſe his Fame, and become the Scorn of his Pu- 
pils. If theſe Reaſons are not ſufficzent to give 
you Conſtancy in your Misfortunes, «aſt your Eyes 
upon me, and admire my Reſolution of ſhutting 
myſelf up by your Example I was young when 
we were ſeparated, and (if I dare believe what yon 
were always telling me) worthy of any Gentle- 
man's Affections. If I had loved Nothing in 
Abelard but ſenſual Pleaſure, a thouſand agreeable 
young Men might have comforted me upon my 
Loſs of him. You know what I have done, ex- 
cuſe me therefore from repeating it ; think of 
thoſe Aſſurances I gave you of loving you with 
the utmoſt Tenderneſs. I dried your Tears with 
Kiſſes, and becauſe you were leſs powerful I be- 
came leſs reſerved. Ah, if you had loved with 
Delicacy, the Oaths I made, the Tranſports I ac- ) 
companied them with, the innocent Careſſes I b 
profuſely gave you, all this ſure might have com- y 
forted you, Had you obſerved me to grow by ls 
Degrees indifferent to you, you might have had 


Reaſon to deſpair, but you never received greater uſ 
Marks of my Paſſion, than after that cruel Revenge Sh 
upon you. be 
Let me ſee no -more in your Letters, dear Abe- lai} 
lard, ſuch Murmurs againſt Fortune; you are not tho 
the only one ſhe has perſecuted, and you ought to tho 
forget her Outrages. What a Shame is it for a thee 
Philoſopher not to be comforted for an Accident lard 
which might happen to any Man. Govern your- that 
Cann 


felf by my N I was born with violent 
Paſſions; 
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Paſſions; I daily ſtrive with the moſt tender Emo- 
tions, and glory in triumphing and ſubjecting 
them to Reaſon: Muſt a weak Mind fortify one 
that is ſo much ſuperior ? But whither am I tranſ- 
ported ? Is this Diſcourſe directed to my dear 
Abelard? One that practiſes all thoſe Virtues he 
teaches ? If you complain of Fortune, *tis not ſo 
much that you feel her Strokes, as that you cannot 
ſhew your Enemies how much to blame they were 
in attempting to hurt you. Leave them, Abelard, 
to exhauſt their Malice, and continue to charm 
your Auditors. Diſcover thoſe Treaſures of Learn. 
ing Heaven ſeems to have reſerved for you ; your 
Enemies, ſtruck with the Splendor of your Reaſon- 
ing, will do you Juſtice. How happy ſhould I 


be, could I ſee all the World as entirely perſuaded of © 


your Probity as Il am. Your Learning is allowed 
by all the World; your greateſt Enemies confeſs 
you are ignorant of Nothing that the Mind of Man 
is capable of knowing. 

My dear Huſband ! (this is the laſt Time I ſhall 
uſe that Expreſſion) ſhall I never ſee you again ? 
Shall J never have the Pleaſure of embracing you 
before Death? What doſt thou ſay, wretched He- 
loiſe ? doſt thou know what thou deſireſt? Canſt 
thou behold thoſe lively Eyes without recollecting 
thoſe amorous Glances which have been fo fatal to 
thee? Canſt thou view that majeſtic Air of Ae- 
lard, without entertaining a jealouſy of every one 
that ſees ſo charming a Man ? that Mouth which 
cannot be looked upon without Deſire; in ſhort, 
all the Perſon of Abelard cannot be viewed hy any 


L 2 Woman 
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Woman without Danger. Deſire therefore no 
more to ſee Abelard; if the Memory of him has 
cauſed thee ſo much Trouble, Heloiſe, what will 
not his Preſence do? What Deſires will it not ex- 
cite in thy Soul ? How will it be poſſible for thee 
to keep thy Reaſon at the Sight of ſo amiable a 
Man ? I will own to you what makes the greateſt 
Pleaſure I have in my Retirement. After having 
paſſed the Day in thinking of you, full of the 
dear Idea, I give myſelf up at Night to Sleep: 
Then it is that Heloiſe, who dares not without 
trembling think of you by Day, reſigns herſelf 
entirely to the Pleaſure of hearing you, and 
ſpeaking to you. I ſee you, Abelard, and glut 
my Eyes with the Sight; ſometimes you entertain 
me with the Story of your ſecret Troubles and 
Grievances, and create in me a ſenſible Sorrow ; 
ſometimes, forgetting the perpetual Obſtacles to our 
Deſires, you preſs me to make you happy, and I 
eaſily yield to your Tranſports. Sleep gives you 
what your Enemies Rage has deprived you of ; 
and our Souls, animated with the ſame Paſſion, 
are ſenſible of the ſame Pleaſure. But oh you 
_ delightful Illufions, ſoft Errors, how ſoon do you 
vaniſh away! At my awaking I open my Eyes 
and fee no Abelard; J ftretch out my Arm to 
take hold of him, but he is not there; I call 
him, he hears me not. What a Fool am I to tel! 
you my Dreams, who are inſenſible of theſe Plea- 
ſures? But do you, Abelard, never ſee Heloi/e 
in your Sleep? How does ſhe appear to you! 
Do you entertain her with the ſame tender Lan- 


guage 
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guage as formerly, when Fulbert committed her 
to your Care? When you awake, are you pleaſed 
or ſorry ? Pardon me, Abelard, pardon a miſtaken 
Lover. I muſt no more expect that Vivacity from 
you, which once animated all your Actions. 
"Tis no more Time to require from you a perfect 
Correſpondence of Deſires. We have bound out- 
ſelves to ſevere Auſterities, and muſt. follow them, 
let them coſt us never ſo dear. Let us think of 
our Duties in theſe Rigours, and make a good 
Uſe of that Neceflity which keeps us ſeparate. 
You, Abelard, will happily finiſh your Courſe, 
your Deſires and Ambitions will be no Obſtacle to 
your Salvation. Heloiſe only muſt lament, ſhe only 
muſt weep, without being certain whether all her 
Tears will be available or not to her Salvation, 

I had like to have ended my Letter without ac- 
quainting you with what happened here a few 
Days ago. A young Nun, who was one of thoſe 
who are forced to take up with a Convent with- 
out any Examination whether it will ſuit with 
their Tempers or not, is, by a Stratagem I know 
Nothing of, eſcaped, and, as they ſay, fled with 
a young Gentleman ſhe was in Love with into 
England, I have ordered all the Houſe to eon- 
ceal the Matter, Ah Abelard / if you were near 
us theſe Diſorders would not happen, All the 
Siſters, charmed with ſeeing and hearing you, 
would think of Nothing but practiſing your Rules 
and Directions. The young Nen had never 
formed ſo criminal a Deſign as that of breaking 
her Vows, had you been at our Head to exhort 
L 3 us 


180 HELOIS E 1 ABELARD. 

us to live holily. If your Eyes were Witneſſes 
of our Actions, they would be innocent. When 
we {lipt, you would lift us up and eſtabliſh us by 
your Counſels; we ſhould march with ſure Steps 
in the rough Paths of Virtue, I begin to perceive, 
Abelard, that I take too much Pleaſure in writing 
to you. I ought to burn my Letter, It ſhews you 
Jam ſtill engaged in a deep Paſſion for you, though 
at the Beginning of it I deſigned to perſuade you 
of the contrary ; I am ſenſible of the Motions both 
of Grace and Paſſion, and by Turns yield to each. 
Have Pity, Abelard, of the Condition to which you 
have brought me, and make in ſome Meaſure the 
latter Days of my Life as quiet, as the firſt have 
_ uneaſy and diſturbed. 


JW 


LETTER 


LETTER VI. 
ABE LAR D to HE LOIS E. 


Abelard Having at laſt conguered the Remains of his 
unhappy Paſſion, had determined to put an End to fo 
dangerous a Correſpondence as that between Heloiſe 
and himſelf. The following Letter therefore, though 
written with no leſs Concern than his former, is free ' 

frem Mixtures of a worldly Paſſion, and is full of 
the warmeſt Sentiments of Piety, and the moſi move 
ing Exhortations. 


WIr no more to me, Heloi/e, write no 

more to me; 'tis Time to end a Commerce 
which makes our Mortifications of no Advantage to 
us. We retired from the World to ſanRify ourſelves; 
and by a Conduct directly contrary to Chriſtian 
Morality, we become odious to Jeſus Chriſt. Let us 
no more deceive ourſelves, by flattering ourſelves 
with the Remembrance of our paſt Pleaſures, we 
ſhall make our Lives troubleſome, and we ſhall be 
incapable of reliſhing the Sweets of Solitude. 
Let us make a good Uſe of our Auſterities, and no 
longer preſerve the Ideas of our Crimes amongſt 
the Severities of Penitence. Let a Mortification | 
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of Body and Mind, a ſtrict Faſting, continual So- 
Htude, profound and holy Meditations, and a ſincere 
Love of God, ſucceed our former Irregularities. 

Let us try to carry religious Perfection to a 
very difficult Point, *Tis beautiful to find in 
Chriſtianity Minds ſo diſengaged from the Earth, 
from. the Creatures and themſelves, that they ſeem 
to act independently of thoſe Bodies they are joined 
to, and to uſe them as their Slaves. We can never 
Taiſe ourſelves to too great Heights, when God is 
the Object. Be our Endeavours never ſo great, 
they will always come ſhort of reaching that ex- 
alted Divicity, which even our Apprehenſions 
cannot reach, Let us act for God s Glory, inde- 
pendent of the Creatures. or ourſelves, without 
any Regard to our own Deſires, or the Sentiments 
of others. Were we in this Temper of Mind, 
Heloiſe, I would willingly make my Abode at the 
Paraclete. My earneſt Care for a Houſe I have 
founded, would draw a thouſand Bleſſings on it. 
I would inſtruct it by my Words, and animate it 
by my Example. I would watch over the Lives 
of my Siſters, and would command Nothing but 
what I myſelf would perform. 1 would direct you 
to pray, meditate, labour, and keep Vows of 
Silence; and I would myſelf pray, meditate, la- 
bour, and be filent, 

However when I ſpoke, it ſhould be to lift you 
up when you ſhould fall, to ſtrengthen you in your 
Weakneſſes, to enlighten you in that Darkneſs and 
Obſcurity which might'at any Time ſurpriſe you. 
J would comfort yau under thoſe Severities uſed by 

| Perſpy3 
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Perſons of great Virtue, I would mcderate the 
Vivacity of your Zeal and Piety, and give your 
Virtue an even Temperament : I would point out 
thoſe Duties which you ought to know, and ſatisfy 
you in thoſe Doubts which the Weakneſs of your 
Reaſon might occaſion, I would be your Maſter 
and Father; and by a marvellous Talent, I would 
become lively, flow, ſoft, or ſevere, according to 
the different Characters of thoſe I ſhould guide in 
the painful Path of Chriſtian Perfection. 

But, whither does my vain Imagination carry 
me ? Ah, Heloiſe, how far are we from ſuch a 
happy Temper ? Your Heart ſtill burns with that 
fatal Fire which you cannot extinguiſh, and mine 
is full of Trouble and Uneaſineſs. Think not, 
Heloiſe, that 1 enjoy here a perfect Peace; I will, 
for the laſt Time, open my Heart to you; I am 
- not yet diſengaged from you; I fight againſt my 
exceſhve Tenderneſs for you, yet in Spite of all 
my Endeavours, the remaining Frailty makes me 
but too ſenſible of your Sorrows, and gives me a 
Share in them. Your Letters have indeed moved 
me, I could not read with Indifference Characters 
wrote by that dear Hand. I ſigh, I weep, and 
all my Reaſon is ſcarce ſufficient to conceal my 
Weakneſs from my Pupils. This, unhappy He- 
kiſe ! is the miſerable Condition of Abelard. The 
World, which generally errs in its Notions, thinks 


I am eaſy, and, as if I had loved only in you the 


Gratification of Senſe, imagines I have now for- 
got you; but what a Miſtake is this! People in- 
deed did not miſtake in thinking when we ſepa⸗ 

rated, 
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rated, that Shame and Grief for having been ſo 
cruelly uſed made me abandon the World. *T'was 
not, as you know, a fincere Repentance for hav- 
ing offended God, which infpired me with a De- 
fign of retiring : However, I conſidered the Ac- 
eident which happened to us as a ſecret Deſign of 
Providence, to puniſh our Crimes; and only 
looked upon Fulbert as the Inſtrument of divine 
Vengeance. Grace drew me into an Ahlum, 
where I might yet have remained, if the Rage of 
my Enemies would have permitted : I have endur- 
ed all their Perſecutions, not doubting but God 
himſelf raiſed them up in-order to purify me. 
When he ſaw me perfectly obedient to his holy 
Will, he permitted that I ſhould juſtify my Doc- 
trine; I made its Purity public, and ſhewed in the 
End that my Faith was not only orthodox, but alſo 
perfectly clear from even the Suſpicion of Novelty. 
I ſhould be happy if I had none to fear but my 
Enemies, and no other Hindrance to my Salvation 
but their Calumny ; but, Heloi/e, you make me 
Trouble ; your Letters declare to me that you are 
enſlaved to a fatal Paſſion ; and yet if you cannot 
conquer it, you cannot be ſaved ; and what Part 
would you have me take in chis Caſe ? Would 


you have me ſtifle the Inſpirations of the Holy - 


Ghoſt ? Shall I, to ſooth you, dry up thofe Tears 
which the Evil Spirit makes you ſhed : Shall this 
be the Fruit of my Meditations? No: let us be 
more firm in our Reſolutions; we have not retired 
but in order to lament our Sins, and to gain Hea- 
ven; 
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3 let us then reſign ourſelves to God with all 
our no; Sr 

I know every Thing in the Beginning is difficult, 
but it 1s glorious to undertake the Beginning of a 
great Action, and that Glory increaſes proportion- 
ably, as the Difficulties are more conſiderable. We 
ought upon this Account to ſurmount bravely all 
Obſtacles which might hinder us in the Practice of 
Chriſtian Virtue. In a Monaftery Men are proved 
as Gold in the Furnace. No one can continue long 
there, unleſs he bear worthily the Yoke of our 
Lord, 

Attempt to break thoſe ſhameful Chains which 
bind you to the Fleſh, and if by the Aſſiſtance of 
Grace you are ſo happy as to accompliſh this, I 
entreat you to think of me in your Prayers. . En- 
deavour with all your Strength to be the Pattern of 
a perfect Chriſtian ; it is difficult, I confeſs, but 
not impoſſible ; and I expect this beautiful Tri- 
umph from your teachable Diſpoſition, If your 
firſt Endeavours prove weak, give not yourſelf up 
to Deſpair ; that would be Cowardice ; befides, 
I would have you informed, that you muft neceſ- 
ſarily take great Pains, becauſe you ſtrive to con- 
quer a terrible Enemy, to extinguiſh raging Fire, - 
and to reduce to Subjection your deareſt Aﬀec- 
tions; you muſt fight againſt your own Deſires, - 
be not therefore preſſed down with the Weight of 
your corrupt Nature. You have to do with a cun- 
ning Adverſary, who will uſe all Means: to ſeduce 
you; be always upon your Guard, While we 
live we are e expoſed to Temptations ; this made a 

| great 
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great Saint ſay, that the aubole Life of Man was a 
Temptation; the Devil, who never ſleeps, walks 
continually around us, in order to ſurprize us on 
ſome unguarded Side, and enters into our Soul to 
deſtroy it. 

However perfect any one may be, yet he may 
fall into Temptations, and perhaps into ſuch as 
may be uſeful. Nor is it wonderful that Man 
ſhould never be exempt from, them, becauſe he 
hath always in himſelf their Source, Concu- 
Piſcence ; ſcarce are we delivered from one 
Temptation, but another attacks us. Such 1s the 
Lot of the Poſterity of Adam, that they ſhould 
always have ſomething to ſuffer, becauſe they 
have forfeited their primitive Happineſs. We 
vainly flatter ourſelves that we ſhall conquer 
Temptations by flying; if we join not Patience 
and Humility, we ſhall torment ourſelves to no 
Purpoſe. We ſhall more certainly compaſs our End 
by imploring God's Aſſiſtance, than by uſing any 
Means drawn from ourſelves. - 

Be conſtant, Heloi/e, truſt in God, and you 
will fall into few Temptations ; whenever they 
ſhall come, ſtifle them in their Birth ; let them 
not take Root in your Heart. Apply Remedies 
to a Diſeaſe, ſaid an Ancient, in its Beginning, 
for when it hath gained Strength, Medicines will 
be unavailable ; Temptations have their Degrees, 
they are at firſt mere 'Thoughts, and do not appear 
dangerous ; the Imagination receives them without 
any Fears; a Pleaſure is formed out of them, we 
pauſe upon it, and at laſt we yield to it. 


Do 
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Do you now, Heloiſe, applaud my Deſign of 
making you walk in the Steps of the Saints ? 
Do my Words give you any Reliſh for Penitence ? 
Have you not Remorſe for your Wanderings, and 
do you not wiſh you couid, like Magdalen, waſh 
our Saviour's Feet with your Tears ? If you have 
not yet theſe ardent Emotions, pray that he 
would inſpire them. I ſhall never ceaſe to recom- 
mend you in my Prayers, and always beſeech him 
to aſſiſt you in your Deſire of dying holily. You 
have quitted the World, and what Object was 
worthy to detain you there? Lift up your Eyes 
always to him to whom you have conſecrated the 
Reſt of your Days. Life upon this Earth is Mi- 
ſery. The very Neceflities to which our Body is 
ſubje& here, are Matter of Affliction to a Saint. 
Lord, {aid the Royal Prophet, deliver me from my 
Neceſſities They are wretched who do not know 
themſelves for ſuch, and yet they are more wretch- 
ed who know their Miſery, and do not hate the 
Corruption of the Age. What Fools are Men to 
engage themſelves to earthly Things ! They will 
be undeceived one Day, and will know but too 
late how much they have been to blame in loving 
ſuch falſe Good. Perſons truly pious do not thus 
miſtake, they are diſengaged from a!l ſenſual Plea- 
ſures, and raiſe their Deſires to Heaven, Begin, 
Heloiſe ; put your Deſign in Execution without 
Delay; you have yet Time enough to work our 
your Salvation, Love Chriſt, and deſpiſe yourſelf 
for his Sake. He would poſſeſs your Heart, and be 
the ſole Object of your Sighs and Tears; ſeek for 
no Comfort but in him. If you do not free your- 
| ſelf 
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felf from me, you will fall with me; but if you 
quit me, and give up yourſelf to him, you will 
be ſtedfaſt and immoveable. If you force the Lord 
to forſake you, you will fall into Diſtreſs ; but if 
you be ever faithful to him, you will be always in 
Joy. Magdalen wept, as thinking the Lord had 
forſaken her. But Marthe ſaid, See, the Lord calls 
you. Be diligent in your Duty, and obey faith- 
fully the Motions of his Grace, and Jeſus will re- 
main always with you. 

Attend, Heloi/e, to ſome Inſtructions I have to 
give you : You are at the Head of a Society, and 
you know there is this Difference between thoſe 


who lead a private Life, and ſuch as are charged 


with the Conduct of others; that the firſt need only 
labour for their own Sanctification, and in acquitting 
themſelves of their Duties are not obliged to prac- 
tiſe all the Virtues in ſuch an apparent Manner; 
whereas they who have the Conduct of others in- 
truſted to them, ought by their Example to engage 
them to do all the Good they are capable of in their 
Condition. I beſeech you to attend to this Truth, 
and ſo to follow it, as that your whole Life may be 
a perfect Model of that of a religious Recluſe. 
God, who heurtily deſires our Salvation, hath 
made all the Means of it eaſy to us. In the Old 
Teftament he hath written in the Tables of the 
Law what he requires of us, that we might not 
be bewildered in ſeeking after his Will. In the 
New Teſtament he hath written chat Law of Grace 
in our Hearts, to the Intent that it :night be al- 
ways preient with us; and, knowing the Weakneſs 
and Incapacity of our Nature, he hath given us 
| Grace 
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Grace to perform his Will; and as if this were not 

enough, he hath at all Times, in 411 States of the 
Church, raiſed up Men, who by their exemplary 
Life might excite others to their Duty. To effect 
this, he hath choſen Perſons of every Age, Sex, 
and Condition. Strive now to unite in yourſelf 
all thoſe Virtues which have been ſcattered in theſe 
different States. Have the Purity of Virgins, the 
Aufterity of Anchorites, the Zeal of Paftors and 
Biſhops, and the Conſtancy of Martyrs. Be exact, 
in the Courſe of your whole Life, to fulfil the Da- 
ties of a holy and enlightened Supertor, and then 
Death, which is commonly conſidered as . 
will appear agreeable to you. 

The Death of his Saints, ſays the Prophet, is pre- 
cious in the Sight 'of the Lord. Nor is it difficult 
to comprehend why their Death ſhould have this 
Advantage over that of Sinners. I have remarked 
three Things which might have given the Prophet 
an Occaſion of ſpeaking thus. Firſt, their Reſig- 
nation to the Will of God. Secondly, the Conti- 
nuation of their good Works. And laſtly, the 
Triumph they gain over the Devil. 

A Saint who has accuſtomed himſelf to ſubmit to 
the Will of God, yields to Death without Reluc- 
tance. He waits with Joy (ſays St. Gregory) for: the 
Judge who is to reward him, he fears not to quit 
this miſerable mortal Life, in order to begin an im- 
mortal happy one. It is vot ſo with the Sinner, 
ſays the ſame Father; he fears, and with Reaſon, 
he trembles at the Approach of the leaſt Sickneſs; 

Death is terrible to him, becauſe he cannot bear 
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to them during their Life, they exerciſe them with- 
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the Preſence of an offended Judge, and having fo 
often abuſed the Grace of God, he ſees no Way to 
avoid the Puniſhment due to his Sins. 

The Saints have beſides this Advantage over 
Sinners, that having made Works of Piety familiar 


out Trouble, and having gained new Strength 
againſt the Devil every Time they overcame him, 
they will find themſelves in a Condition at the Hour 
of Death to obtain that Victory over him, on which 
depends all Eternity, and the bleſſed Union of their 
Souls with their Creator. 

I hope, Heloiſe, that after having deplored the 
Irregularities of your paſt Life, you will die (as 
the Prophet prayed) the Death of the Righteous, 
Ah how few are there who make their End after 


this Manner! And why ? It is becauſe there are 1 
ſo few who love the Croſs of Chriſt. Every one E 
would be ſaved, but few will uſe thoſe Means * 


which Religion preſcribes: And yet we can be dic 


faved by Nothing but the Croſs, why then do we 


refuſe to bear it? Hath not our Saviour borne it w. 
before us, and died for us, to the End that we ( 
might alſo bear it, and deſire to die alſo ? All the WF. 
Saints have been afflicted, and our Saviour himſelf aan 
did not paſs one Hour of his Life without ſome tion 
Sorrow. Hope not therefore to be exempted from WF © | 
dufferings. The Croſs, Heloiſe, is always at Hard, wick 
but take Care that you do not bear it with Regret, I | 
for by ſo doing you will make it more heavy, and Not 
you will be oppreſſed by it unproſitably. On the Dan 


contrary, if you bear it with Affection and Cow 
rage, 
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rage, all your Sufferings will create in you a holy 
Confidence, whereby you will find Comfort in 
God. Hear. our Saviour, who ſays, My Child, 
renounce yourſelf, zake up your Croſs and follow me. 
Oh Heloiſe ! do you doubt? Is not your Soul ra- 
viſhed at ſo ſaving a Command ? Are you deaf to 
his Voice ? Are you inſenſible to Words ſo full of 
Kindneſs ? Beware, Heloiſe, of refuſing a Huſband 
who demands you, and is more to be feared, if 
you ſlight his Affection, than any profane Lover. 
Provoked at your Contempt and Ingratitude, he 
will turn his Love into Anger, and make you feel 
his Vengeance. How will you ſuſtain his Preſence, 
when you ſhall ſtand before his Tribunal? He will 
reproach you for having deſpiſed his Grace ; he 
will repreſent to you his Sufferings for you. What 
Anſwer can you make? He will then be im- 
placable. He will ſay to you, Go, proud Crea- 
ture, dwell 1n everlaſting Flames ; I ſeparated you 
from the World to purify you in Solitude, and you 
did not ſecond my Deſign. I endeavoured to ſave 
you, and you took Pains to deſtroy yourſelf: Go, 
Wretch, and take the Portion of the Reprobates. 
Oh, Heloiſe, prevent theſe terrible Words, and 
avoid by a holy Courſe the Puniſhment pre- 
pared for Sinners. I dare not give you a —_— 
tion of thoſe dreadful Torments which are the 
Conſequences of a Life of Guilt, I am filled 
with Horror, when they offer themſelves to my 
Imagination: And yet, Helaiſe, I can conceive 
Nothing which can reach the Tortures of the 
Damned; the Fire which we ſee upon Earth, is 
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but the Shadow of that which burns them; and 
without enumerating their endleſs Pains, the Loſs 
of God which they feel increaſes all their Tor- 
ments. Can any one ſin who is perſuaded of this ? 
My God ! can we dare to offend Thee? Though 
the Riches of thy Mercy could not engage us to 
love thee, the Dread of being thrown into ſuch an 
Abyſs of Miſery ſhould reſtrain us from doing any 
Thing which might diſpleaſe Thee 
I queſtion not, Heloj/e, but you will hereafter 
apply yourſelf in good Earneſt to the Bufineſs of 
your Salvation: This ought to be your whole 
Concern. Baniſh me therefore for ever from your 
Heart; 'tis the beſt Advice I can give you: For 
the Remembrance of a Perſon we have loved 
- criminally cannot but be hurtfal, whatever Ad- 
vances we have made in the Ways of Virtue, 
When you have extirpated your unhappy Inclina- 
tion towards me, the Practice of every Virtue will 
ebe eaſy; and when at laſt your Life is con 
formable to that of Chriſt, Death will be deſirable 
to you. Your Soul will joyfully leave this Body 


appear with Confidence before your Saviour: Yo 
vill not read Characters of your Reprobation writ 
ten in the Book of Life; but you will hear you 
Saviour ſay, Come, partake of my Glory, and 
"enjoy the eternal Reward. I have 2 fo 
"thoſe Virtues you have practiſed. | 

Farewel, Heloiſe. This is the laſt Advice of you 
dear Abelard ; this laſt Time, let me perſuac 
you to follow the holy Rules of the Goſpel, *He: 
| 10 8 ve 
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ven grant that your Heart, once ſo ſenſible of my 
Love, may now yield to be directed by my Zeal! 
May the Idea of your loving Alelard, always pre- 
ſent to your Mind, be now changed into the Image 
of Abelard, truly penitent; and may you ſhed as 
many Tears ſor your Salvation, as you have done 
during the Courſe of our Misfortunes 


- 
Kind 
* 
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By Mr. POP E. 


I N theſe deep Solitudes and awful Cells, 
Where heav'nly-penſive Contemplation dwells, 
And ever muſing Melancholy reigns 3 
What means this Tumult in a Veſtals Veins? 
Why rove my Thoughts beyond this laſt Retreat ? 
_ "Why feels my Heart its long-forgotten Heat? 
<6 yet I love ! — From Abelard it came, 
| And Heloi/a yet muſt kiſs the Name. 
Dear, fatal Name! reſt ever unreveal'd, - 
| Nor paſs theſe Lips in holy Silence ſeal'd: 

Hide i it, my Heart, within that cloſe Diſguiſe, 
Where mix'd with God's, his loy'd Idea lies: 
Oh write it not, my Hand — the Name — 
Already written — waſh it out, my Tears! 
In vain loſt Heloi ſa weeps and prays, + 
Her Heart ſtill dicates, and her Hand PE 
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Relentleſs Walls! whoſe darkſome Round contains 
Repentant Sighs, and voluntary Pains ; 
Ye rugged Rocks ! which holy Knees have worn; 
Ye Grots and Caverns ſhagg'd with horrid Thorn | 
Shrines ! where their Vigils pale-ey'd Virgins keep, 
And pitying Saints, whoſe Statues learn to weep ! 
Though cold like you, unmoy'd and filent grown, 
I have not yet forgot myſelf to Stone. j 
Heav'n claims me all in vain ; while he has Part, G 
Still Rebel Nature holds out half my Heart; 
Nor Pray'rs nor Faſts its ſtubborn Pulſe reſtrain, 
Nor Tears, for Ages, taught to flow in vain. 

Soon. as thy Letters trembling I uncloſe, 
That well-known Name awakens all my Woes, | 
Oh Name for ever ſad ! for ever dear! 
Still breath'd in Sighs, ſtill uſher'd with a Tear. 


] tremble too where'er my own I find, 
Some dire Misfortune follows cloſe behind. 
Line after Line my guſhing Eyes o'erflow, 
Led through a ſad Variety of Woe ; | 
Now warm in Love, now with'ring in thy Bloom, 
Loſt in a Convent's ſolitary Gloom ! 
There ſtern Religion quench'd th' unwilling _ 
There died the beſt of Paſſions, Love and Fame, 
Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy Griefs, and echo ſighs to thine, - 
Nor Foes nor Fortune take this Pow'r away; 
And is my Abelard leſs kind than they? 
Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 
Love but, demands what elſe were ſhed in Pray'r; 
No happier Taſk theſe faded Eyes purſue; 
To read and weep is all they now can do, 
M 3 | Thees 


EET Augult her Deed, and ſacred be her Fame; 
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Then ſhare thy Pain, allow that ſad Relief; 
Ah, more than ſhare it! give me all thy Grief. 
Heav'h firſt taught Letters for ſome Wretch's Aid, 
Some baniſh'd Lover, or ſome captive Maid; 
They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what Love in- 
| ſpires, 
Warm from the Soul, and faithful to its Fires, 
The Virgin's Wiſh without her Fears impart, | 
Excuſe the Bluſh, and pour out all the Heart, 1 
Speed the ſoft Intercourſe from Soul to Soul, P 
And waft a Sigh from Indus to the Pole. 1 
Thou know'lſt how guiltleſs firſt I met thy Flame, \ 
When Love approach'd me under Friendſhip's C 
| Name; = 
My Fancy form'd thee of angelic Kind, A 
Some Emanation of th” all-beauteous Mind. N 
Thoſe ſmiling Eyes, attemp'ring every Ray, E 
Shone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial Day. 
Guiltleſs I'gaz'd ; Heav'n liſten'd while you ſung ; 
And Truths divine came mended from that Tongue, 
From Lips like thoſe what Precept fail'd to move? 
Too ſoon they taught me *twas no Sin to love: 
Back through the Paths of pleaſing Senſe I ran, 
Nor wiſh'd an Angel whom I lov'd a Man. 
Dim and remote the Joys of Saints I ſee ; 
Nor envy them that Heav'n I loſe for thee. 
How oft', when preſt to Marriage, have I ſaid, 
| Curſe on all Laws but thoſe which Love has made ? 
Love, free as Air, at Sight of buman Ties, 
Spreads his light Wings, and in a Moment flies. 
Let Wealth, let Honour, wait the wedded Dane, 


ont 
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Before true Paſſion all thoſe Views remove, 

Fame, Wealth, and Honour! what are you to Love? 
The jealous God, when we profane his Fires, 
Thoſe reſtleſs Paſſions in Revenge inſpires, 

And bids them make miſtaken Mortals groan, 

Who ſeek in Love for aught but Love alone. 

Should at my Feet the World's great Maſter fall, 
Himſelf, his Throne, his World, I'd ſcorn 'em all: 
Not Cæſar's Empreſs would I deign to prove; 

No, make me Miſtreſs to the Man I love; 

If there be yet another Name, more free, 

More fond than Miſtreſs, make me that to thee ! 

Oh happy State ! when Souls each other draw, 

When Love is Liberty, and Nature, Law: 

All then is full, poſſeſſing, and poſſeſs'd, 

No craving Void leſt aking in the Breaſt : 2. 
Ev'n Thought meets Thought, ere from the * — 


it part, 


And each warm Wiſh ſprings mutual from the Heart. — 

This ſure is Bliſs (if Bliſs on Earth there be) 1 3 

And once the Lot of Abelard and me. 1 
Alas how chang'd ! what ſudden Horrors riſe? , 


A naked Lover bound and bleeding lie!  * i 
Where, where, was Heloi/e ? her . her Hand, 3 
Her Poniard, had oppos'd the dire Commande. 


Barbarian ſtay ! that bloody Stroke reſtrain z n © i 
The Crime was common, common be the Pain. 
I can no more ; by Shame, by Rage 3 5 
Let Tears, and burning Bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. 

Canft thou forget that ſad, that ſolemn * 
W TIER at you” Altar's Foot we lay ? 
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Canſt thou forget what Tears that Moment fell, | 

When, warm in Youth, I bade the World farewel ? 
As with cold Lips I kiſs'd the ſacred Veil, 

The Shrines all trembled, and the Lamps grew pale: 
Heav*n ſcarce believ'd the Conqueſt it ſurvey'd, 
And Saints with Wonder heard the Vows I made. 
Yet then, to thoſe dread Altars as I drew, 

Not on the Croſs my Eyes were fix'd, but you: 
Not Grace, or Zeal, Love only was my Call, 
And if I loſe thy Love, I loſe my all. 

Come! with thy Looks, thy Words, relieve my Woe; 

Thoſe ſtill at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 

Still on that Breaſt enamour'd let me lie, 

Still drink delicious Poiſon from thy Eye, 

Pant on thy Lip, and to thy Heart be preſs'd : 
Give all thou canit — and let me dream the reſt. 
Ah no! inſtruct me other Joys to prize, 

With other Beauties charm my partial Eyes, 
Full in my View ſet all the bright Abode, 

And make my Soul quit Abelard for God. 

Ah think at leaſt thy Flock deſerves thy Care, 
Plants of thy Hand, and Children of thy Pray'r. 
Erom the falſe World in early Youth they fled, 
By thee to Mountains, Wilds, and Deſerts led. 
You rais'd theſe hallow'd Walls; the Deſert ſmil's, 
And Paradiſe was open'd in the Wild. 

No weeping Orphan ſaw his Father's Stores 
Our Shrines irradiate, or emblaze the Floors; 
No filver Saints, by dying Miſers given 
. Here brib'd the Rage of ill-requited Heav'n : © 
But ſuch plain Roofs as Piety could raiſe, ' 
And only vocal with the Maker's Praiſe, © 


Where awful Arches make a noon-day Night, 


See how the Force of others? Pray'rs I try, 


No more theſe Scenes my Meditation aid, 
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In theſe lone Walls (their Day's eternal Bound) 


Theſe moſs- grown Domes with ſpiry Turrets 
crown'd, 


And the dim Windows ſhed a ſolemn Light; ; 
Thy Eyes diffus'd a reconciling Ray, 

And Gleams of Glory brighten'd all the Day. 
But now no Face divine Contentment wears, 
*Tis all blank Sadneſs, or continual Tears, 


(Oh pious Fraud of am'rous Charity!) 

But why ſhould I on others? Pray'rs depend? 

Come thou, my Father, Brother, Hufband, Friend ! 
Ah let thy Handmaid, Siſter, Daughter move, 
And, all thoſe tender Names in one, thy Love ! 
The darkſome Pines that o'er yon Rocks reclin'd 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow Wind, 

The wand'ring Streams that ſhine between theHills, - - 
The Grots that echo to the tinkling 1 = 
The dying Gales that pant upon the Trees, ; | 
The Lakes that quiver to the curling Breeze 


Or lull to Reſt the viſionary Maid. 

But o'er the twilight Groves, and duſky Caves, 
Long-ſounding Iſles, and intermingled Graves, 
Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 
A death-like Silence, and a dread Repoſe : _ 
Her gloomy Preſence ſaddens all the Scene, 
Shades ev'ry Flow'r, and darkens ev'ry Green, 
Deepens the Murmur of the falling Floods, , 
And breathes a browner Horror on the Woods. 
2 2 11 
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Yet here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay; 
Sad Proof how well a Lover can obey ! 

Death, only Death, can break the laſting Chain; 
And here ev'n then, ſhall my cold Duſt remain, 
Here all its Frailties, all its Flames reſign, 

And wait, till *tis no Sin to mix with thine. 

Ah Wretch ! believ'd the Spouſe of God in vain, 
Confeſs'd within the Slave of Love and Man. 
Aſſiſt me Heav'n ! — but whence aroſe that Pray'r ? 
Sprung it from Piety, or from Deſpair ? 

Ev'n here, where frozen Chaſtity retires, 

Love finds an Altar for forbidden Fires, 

J ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 

I mourn the Lover, not lament the Fault; 

I view my Crime, but kindle at the View, 
Repent old Pleaſures, and ſollicit new ; 

Now turn'd to Heav'n, I weep my paſt Offence, 
Now think of thee, and curſe my Innocence. 

Of all Affliction taught a Lover yet, 

Tis ſure the hardeſt Science, to forget! 

How ſhall J loſe the Sin, yet keep the Senſe, 
And love th' Offender, yet deteſt th' Offence : 
How the dear Obje& from the Crime remove, 
Or how diſtinguiſh Penitence from Love? 
Ungqual Taſk ! a Paſſion to reſign, 

For Hearts ſo touch'd, ſo pierc'd, ſo loſt as mine, 
Ere ſuch a Soul regains its peaceful State, 


How often muſt it love, how often hate! 


How oſten hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, 

Conceal, diſdain — do all Things but forget! 
But let Heav'n ſeize it, all at once tis fir d, 
\ n. but rapt; net waken'd, but — 
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Oh come! oh teach me Nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my Love, my Life, my ſelf — and you. 
Fill my fond Heart with God alone, for he 
Alone, can rival, can ſucceed to thee. 
How happy is the blameleſs Veſtal's Lot! 
The World forgetting, by the World forgot : 
Eternal Sun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs Mind ! 
Each Pray'r accepted, and each Wiſh reſign'd; 
Labour and Reſt, that equal Periods keep; 
Obedient Slumbers, that can wake and weep; 
Deſires compos'd, Affections ever even; 
Tears that delight, and Sighs that waft to Heav'n. 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt Beams, 
And whiſp'ring Angels prompt her golden Dreams, 
For her the Srous prepares the bridal Ring, 
For her white Virgins Hymeneals ſing, | 
For her th' unfading Roſe of Eden blooms, ' 
And Wings of Seraphs ſhed divine Perfumes z 
To Sounds of heav'nly Harps ſhe dies away, 
And melts in Viſions of eternal Day. 
Far other Dreams my erring Soul employ, 
Far other Raptures, of unholy Joy: 
When at the Cloſe of each ſad, ſorrowing bR 
Fancy reſtores what Vengeance ſnatch'd away; * 
Then Conſcience ſleeps, and, leaving Nature . 
All my looſe Soul unbounded ſprings to thee,” 
O curſt, dear Horrors of all-confcious Night:! 
How glowing Guilt exalts the keen Delight! 5 55 $5.5 
Provoking Dæmons all Reftraint remove, © 
And ftir within me ev'ry Source of Love. | 
F hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy Charms, . 
And round thy Phantom glue my claſping Arms. 
| I _ 
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I wake: — no more I hear, no more I view, 
The Phantom flies me, as unkind as you, 

I call aloud; it hears not what I ſay; 

I ſtretch my empty Arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I cloſe my willing Eyes ; 
Ye ſoft Illuſions, dear Deceits, ariſe ! 

Alas, no more! —— methinks we wand'ring go 
Thro' dreary Waſtes, and weep each other's Woe, 
Where round ſome mould'ring Tow'r pal 


creeps, 
And low-brow'd Rocks hang nodding o'er the 
| Deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the Skies ; 
Clouds interpoſe, Waves roar, and Winds ariſe. 
I ſhriek, ſtart up, the ſame ſad Proſpect find, 
And wake to all the Griefs I left behind. 
For thee the Fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 
A cool Suſpence from Pleaſure and from Pain; 
Thy Life a long, dead Calm of fix d Repoſe ; 
No Pulſe that riots, and no Blood that glows; 
Still as the Sea, ere Winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving Spirit bade the Waters flow; 
Soft as the Slumbers of a Saint forgiv'n, 
And mild as opening Gleams of promis d Heav'n. 
Come, Abelard ! for what haſt thou to dread ? 

The Torch of Venus burns not for the Dead. 
Nature ftands check'd ; Religion diſapproves; 
Ev'n thou art cold yet Heloiſa loves. 
Ah hopeleſs, laſting Flames ! like thaſe that burn 
To light the Dead, and warm th' unfruitful Urn. 

What Scenes appear! —wherc'er I turn my View, 
The dear Ideas where I fly, purſue, * 
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Riſe in the Grove, before the Altar riſe, 
Stain all my Soul, and wanton in my Eyes. 
I waſte the Matin Lamp in Sighs for thee, 
Thy Image ſteals between my God and me, 
Thy Voice I ſeem in ev'ry Hymn to hear, 
With ev'ry Bead I drop too ſoft a Tear, 
When from the Cenſer Clouds of Fragrance roll, 
And ſwelling Organs lift the riſing Soul, 
One Thought of thee puts all the Pomp to Flight, 
Prieſts, Tapers, Temples, ſwim before my Sight: 
In Seas of Flame my plunging Soul is drown'd, 
While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 
While proſtrate here in humble Grief I lie, 
Kind, virtuous Drops juſt gath'ring in my Eye, 
While praying, trembling, 1 in the Duſt I roll, 
And dawning Grace 1s opening on my Soul : 
Come, if thou dar'ſ, all charming as thou art! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to Heav'n ; diſpute my Heart; 
Come, with one Glance of thoſe deluding Eyes 
Blot out each bright Idea of the Skies ; 
Take back that Grace, thoſe Sorrows, and thoſe 
Tears; : 
Take back my fruitleſs Penitence and Pray? 4 
Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt Abode ; 
Aſſiſt the Fiends, and tear me from my God 
No, fly me, fly me ! far as Pole from Pole; 
Riſe Alps between us! and whole Oceans roll! 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor ſhare one Pang of all I felt for thee, 
Thy Oaths I quit, thy Memory refign ; 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 
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Fair Eyes, and tempting Looks (which yet I view !) 
Long lov'd, ador'd Ideas, all adieu! 
O Grace ſerene ! O Virtue heav'nly fair ! 
Divine Oblivion of low-thoughted Care! 
Freſh-blooming Hope, gay Daughter of the Sky! 
And Faith, our early Immortality! 
Enter, each mild, each amicable Gueſt; 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal Reſt! 
See in her Cell ſad Heloiſa ſpread, 
Propt on ſome Tomb, a Neighbour of the Dead! 
In each low Wind methinks a Spirit calls, 
And more than Echoes talk along the Walls, 
Here, as I watch'd the dying Lamps around, 
From yonder Shrine I heard a hollow Sound. 
Come, Siſter, come ! (it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay l) 
© 'Thy Place is here, ſad Siſter, come away! 
Once like thyſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
© Love's Victim then, though now a ſainted Maid: 
© But all is calm in this eternal Sleep; 
Here Grief forgets to groan, and Love to weep, 
© /Ev*n Superſtition loſes ev'ry Fear: 
For God, not Man, abſolves our Frailties here.“ 

I come, I come |! prepare your roſeate Bow'rs, * - 
Celeſtial Palms, and ever-blooming Flow'rs. 
Thither, where Sinners may have Reſt, I go, 
Where Flames refin'd in Breaſts ſeraphic glow : 
Thou, 4belard ! the laſt ſad Office pay, 

And ſmoothe my Paſſage to the Realms of Day; 
See my Lips tremble, and my Eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laſt Breath, and catch the flying Soul! 
Ah no—in ſacred Veſtments may'ſt thou ſtand, | 
The hallow'd Taper _—_— in thy Hand,” 
Preſent | 
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Preſent the Croſs before my lifted Eye, 
Teach me at once, and learn of me, to die. 
Ah then, thy once-lov'd Heloi/a ſee ! 
It will be then no Crime to gaze on me. 
See from my Cheek the tranſient Roſes fly ! 
See the laſt Sparkle languiſh in my Eye! 
Till ev'ry Motion, Pulſe, and Breath, be o'er g 
And ev'n my Abelard be lov'd no more. 
O Death, all-eloquent ! you only prove 
What Duſt we doat on, when *tis Man we love. 
Then too, when Fate ſhall thy fair Frame deſtroy, 
(That Cauſe of all my Guilt, and all my Joy) 
In Trance extatic may thy Pangs be drown'd, 
Bright Clouds deſcend, and Angels watch theeround, 
From opening Skies may ſtreaming Glories ſhine, 
And Saints embrace thee with a Love like mine. 
May one kind Grave unite each hapleſs Name, 
And graft my Love immortal on thy Fame ! 
Then, Ages hence, when all my Woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious Heart ſhall beat no more; 
If ever Chance two wand'ring Lovers brings 
To Paraclete's white Walls and filver Springs, 
O'er the pale Marble ſhall they join their Heads, 
And drink the falling Tears each other ſheds ; 
Then ſadly ſay, with mutual Pity mov'd; oa 
« Oh may we never love as theſe have loy'd 5 | 
From the full Choir when loud Ho/annas riſe, 
And ſwell the Pomp of dreadſul Sacrifice, 
Amid that Scene, if ſome relenting Eye = 
Glance on the Stone where our cold Relicks lie, 
Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a Thought fron D | 
One human Tear ſhall drop, and be forgiv n. 


Add. 
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And ſure if Fate ſome future Bard ſhall join 

In ſad Similitude of Griefs to mine, 
Condemn'd whole Years in Abſence to deplore, 
And image Charms he muſt behold no more ; 
Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well; 


Let him our ſad, our tender Story tell ; ] 
The well-ſung Woes will ſoothe my penſive Ghoſt; f 
He beſt can paint 'em, who ſhall feel em moſt, | 
4 . 
ABEL ARD ro HELOISE. 1 
By Mrs. M A D A N. 
| I N my dark Cell, low proftrate on the Ground, A 
Mourning my Crimes, thy Letter Entrance found ; T 
Too ſoon my Soul the well-known Name confeſt, H 
My beating Heart ſprang fiercely in my Breaſt, Ee 
Thro' my whole Frame a guilty Tranſport glow'd, By 
And ſtreaming Torrents from my Eyes faſt flow'd. 0 
Oh Heloiſa ! art thou ſtill the ſame ? In 
Doaſt thou ſtill nouriſh this deſtructive Flame ? Ho 
Have not the gentle Rules of Peace and Heav'n, To 
From thy ſoft Soul this fatal Paſſion driv'n? No 
Alas! I thought you diſengag'd and free; To 
And can you ſtill, ſtill figh and weep for me? Lea 
What powerful Deity, what hallow'd Shrine, The 
Can ſave me from a Love, a Faith like thine ? Hay 
Where ſhall I fly, when not this awful Cave, And 
Whoſe rugged Feet the ſurging Billows lave ; Wra 
When not theſe gloomy Cloiſters? ſolemn Walls, * 
0 


er whoſe rough Sides the languid Ivy crawls, 4 
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When my dread Vows, in vain, their Force oppoſe ? 
Oppos'd to Love — alas! — how vain are Vows! 

In fruitleſs Penitence I wear away 

Each tedious Night, and ſad revolving Day ; 

I faſt, I pray, and with deceitful Art, 

Veil thy dear Image in my tortur'd Heart; 

My tortur'd Heart conflicting Paſſions move, 

I hope, deſpair, repent — yet ſtill I love : 

A thouſand jarring | houghts my Boſom tear, 

For thou, not God, O Heloiſe, art there. 

To the falſe World's deluding Pleafures dead, 

Nor longer by its wand'ring Fires miſled, 

In learn'd Diſputes harſh Precepts I infuſe, 

And give the Counſel I want Pow'r to uſe, 

The rigid Maxims of the Grave and Wiſe, 

Have quench'd each milder Sparkle of my Eyes 7 

Each lovely Feature of this once-lov'd F 1 

By Grief revers'd, aſſumes a ſterner Gra 

O Heleiſa ! ſhould the Fates once more, 

Indulgent to my View, thy Charms reſtore, 

How from my Arms would | thou with Horror flart, 

To miſs the Form familiar to thy Heart! q 
Nought could thy quick, thy piercing Judgment . 

To ſpeak me Abelard— but Love to thee, 

Lean Abſtinence, pale Grief, and haggard Care, 

The dire Attendants of forlorn Deſpair, _ "> | 
Have Abelard, the young, the gay, remov'd, Ge ” 
And in the Hermit ſunk the Man you lov'd. 4 "MY 
Wrapt in the Gloom theſe holy Man ſions ſhed, _ = 
The thorny Paths of Penitence I tread ; 

Loſt to the World, from all its Int” reſts free, 

And zorn from all my Soul held dear in thee, 

N Ambition 
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Ambition with its Train of Frailties gone, 

All Loves and Forms forgot — but thine alone, 
Amid the Blaze of Day, the Duſk of Night, 

My Hehi/a riſes to my Sight; 

Veil'd as in Paraclete's ſecluded Tow'rs, 

'The wretched Mourner counts the lagging Hours ; 
I hear her Sighs, ſee the ſwift-falling Tears, 
Weep all her Griefs, and pant with all her Cares. 
O Vows! O Convent! your ſtern Force impart, 
And frown the melting Phantom from my Heart ; 
Let other Sighs a worthier Sorrow ſhow, - 

Let other Tears from Sin repentant flow ; 

Low to the Earth my guilty Eyes I roll, 

And humble to the Duſt my heaving Soul. 
Forgiving Pow'r ! thy gracious Call I meet, 
Who firſt impower' d this rebel Heart to beat; 
Who thro? this trembling, this offending Frame, 
For nobler Ends inſpir'd Life's active Flame. 

O! change the Temper of this lab'ring Breaſt, 
And form anew each beating Pulſe to reſt ! 

Eet ſpringing Grace, fair Faith, and Hope remove 
The fatal Traces of deſtructive Love! 

Deſtructive Love from his warm Manſions tear, 
And leave no Traits of Heloiſa there! 

Are theſe the Wiſhes of my inmoſt Soul ? 
Would I its ſoft, its tend'reſt Senſe controul ? 
Would I thus touch'd, this glowing Heart refine, 
To the cold Subſtance of this marble Shrine ? 
Transform'd like theſe pale Swarms that round me 


move, 
Of bleſt Inſenſibles — who know no Love? 
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Ah! rather, let me keep this hapleſs Flame! 

Adieu! falſe Honour, unavailing Fame! 

Not your harſh Rules, but tender Love ſupplies 

The Streams that guſh from my deſpairing Eyes; 

I feel the Traitor melt about my Heart, 

And thro' my Veins with treach'rous Influence dart: 

Inſpire me, Heav'n ! aſſiſt me, Grace divine! 

Aid me, ye Saints! unknown to Pains like mine ; 

You ! who on Earth ſerene all Griefs could prove, 

All but the tort'ring Pangs of hopeleſs Love ; 

A holier Rage in your pure Boſoms dwelt, 

Nor can you pity what you never felt: 

A ſympathiſing Grief alone can lure, 

The Hand that heals, muſt feel what I endure: 

Thou, Heloi/e, alone canſt give me Eaſe, 5 

And bid my ftruggling. Soul ſubſide to Peace 

Reſtore me to my long-loſt Heav'n of Reſt, 

And take thyſelf from my reluQtant Breaſt ;-.. -- 

If Crimes like mine could an Allay receive, / 

That bleſt Allay thy wond'rous Charms might give; 

Thy Form, that firſt to Love my Heart inclin'd, 

Still wanders in my loſt, my guilty Mind, 

I ſaw thee as the new-blown Bloſſoms fair, 

Sprightly as Light, more ſoft than Summer's Air, 

Bright as their Beams thy Eyes a Mind diſcloſe, 

Whilſt on thy Lips gay bluſh'd the fragrant Roſe; 

Wit, Youth, and Love, in each dear Feature ſhone; 

Preſt by my Fate, I gaz'd — and was undone. 
There dy'd the gen'rous Fire, whoſe vig'rous 

Flame | | | 
Enlarg'd my Soul, and urg'd me on to Fame; 
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Nor Fame, nor Wealth, my ſoften'd Heart could move, 
Dully inſenſible to all but Love. 

Snatch'd from myſelf, my Learning taſteleſs grew; 
Vain my Philoſophy, oppos'd to you; 

A Train of Woes ſucceed, nor ſhould we mourn 
'The Hours that cannot, ought not to return, 

As once to Love I ſway'd your yielding Mind, 
Too fond, alas ! too fatally inclin'd, 
To Virtue now let me your Breaſt inſpire, 

And fan, with Zeal divine, the heav'nly Fire; 
Teach you to injur'd Heav'n all chang'd to turn, 
And bid the Soul with ſacred Rapture burn. 

O! that my own Example might impart 

This noble Warmth to your ſoft trembling Heart! 
That mine, with pious undiſſembled Care, 

Could aid the latent Virtue ſtruggling there ! 
Alas! I rave— nor Grace, nor Zeal divine, 
Burn in a Heart oppreſs'd with Crimes like mine; 

Too ſure I find, while I the Tortures prove 

Of feeble Piety, conflicting Love, 

On black Deſpair my forc'd Devotion's built ; 

Abſence for me has ſharper Pangs than Guilt. 

Yet, yet, my Helaiſe, thy Charms I view, 

Yet my Sighs breathe, my Fears pour forth for you; 

Each weak Reftſtance ſtronger knits my Chain, 

I ſtgh, weep, love, deſpair, repent — in vain : 

Haſte, Heloi/a, hafte, your Lover free, 

Amidſt your warmeſt Pray'r— O, think on me ! 

Wing with your riſing Zeal my grov'ling Mind, 

And let me mine from your Repentance find ! 
Ah! labour, ſtrive, your Love, yourſelf controul ! 
The Change will ſure affect my kindred Soul; 
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f 


ABELARD ro HELOIS E. 18 


In bleſt Conſent our purer Sighs ſhall breathe, 

And Heav'n aſſiſting, ſhall our Crimes forgive. 

But if unhappy, wretched, loſt, in vain, 

Faintly th' unequal Combat you ſuſtain ; 

If not to Heav'n you feel your Boſom riſe, 

Nor Tears refin'd fall contrite from your Eyes 

If fill your Heart its wonted Paſſions move, 

If ſtill, to ſpeak all Pains in one — you love; 

Deaf to the weak Eflays of living Breath, 

Attend the ſtronger Eloquence of Death. 

When that kind Pow'r this captive Soul ſhall free, 

Which only then can ceaſe to doat on thee ; 

When gently ſunk to my eternal Sleep, 

The Paraclete my peaceful Urn ſhall keep ! 

Then, Heloiſa, then your Lover view, 

See his quench'd Eyes no longer gaze on you; 

From their dead Orbs that tender Utt'rance flown, 

Which firſt to thine my Heart's ſoft Fate made 
5 ua | | 

This Breaſt no more, at length to Eaſe conſign'd, 

Pant like the waving Aſpen in the Wind ; 

See all my wild, tumultuous Paſſion o'er, 

And thou, amazing Change! belov'd no more; 

Behold the deſtin'd End of human Love — 

But let the Sight your Zeal alone improve; 

Let not your conſcious Soul, to Sorrow mov'd, 

Recall how much, how tenderly I lov'd : 

With pious Care your fruitleſs Griefs reſtrain, 

Nor let a Tear your ſacred Veil profane: 

Not e'en a Sigh on my cold Urn beſtow ; 

But let your Breaſt with new-born Raptures glow ; 
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Let Love divine, frail mortal Love dethrone, 
And to your Mind immortal Joys make known; 
Let Heav'n relenting ſtrike your raviſh'd View, 
And till the bright, the bleſt Purſuit renew ! 

So with your Crimes ſhall your Misfortune ceaſe, 
And your rack'd Soul be calmly huſh'd to Peace. 


ABELARD ro HELOISE. 
By Mr, CAWTHORNE, 


MasTger or TUNBRIDGE-SCHOOL. 


A H, why this . Start! this ſudden Faln, 
That wings my Pulſe, and ſhoots from Vein ta 
Vein ? 
What mean, regardleſs of yon midnight Bell, 
Theſe carth-born Viſions ſaddening o'er my Cell ? 
What ſtrange Diſorder prompts theſe Thoughts to 
glow ? 
Theſe Sighs to murmur, and theſe Tears to flow ? 
Tis ſhe, *tis Heloz/a's Form reſtor'd, 
Once a pure Saint, and more. than Saints ador'd : 
She comes in all her killing Charms confeſt, 
Glares thro' the Gloom, and pours upon my Breaſt, 
Bids Heav'n's bright Guard from Paraclete remove, 
And drags me back to Miſery and Love. 
Enjoy thy Triumphs, dear Illuſion | ſee 
This ſad Apoſtate from his God to thee ; 
See, at thy Call, my guilty Warmths return, 
Flame a my Blood, and ſteal me from my Urn. 
15 Yet, 


* 


— , 1 0»¹Ü f WR TW HTO AR 


es 


ABELARD to HELOISE. 183 
Vet, yet, frail Abelard !] one Effort try, | 
Ere the laſt lingering Spark of Virtue die : 
The deadly charming Sorcereſs controul, 
And Spite of Nature tear her from thy Soul. 

Long has that Soul in theſe unſocial Woods, 
Where Anguiſh muſes, and where Horror broods, 
From Love's wild viſionary Wiſhes ſtray'd, 

And ſought to loſe thy Beauties in the Shade, 
Faith dropt a Smile, Devotion lent her Fire, 
Woke the keen Pang, and ſanctify'd Deſire ; 
Led me enraptur'd to the bleſt Abode, 

And taught my Hea to glow with all its God. 
But oh, how weak fair Faith and Virtye prove, 
When Heli/a melts away in Love! 

When her fond Soul impaſſion'd, rapt, unveil'd, 
No Joy forgotten, and no Wiſh conceal'd, 
Flows thro? her Pen as infant Softneſs free, 

And hercely ſprings in Ecſtafies to me. 

Ye Heavens! as walking in yon ſacred Fane, 
With every Seraph warm in every Vein, 

Juſt as Remorſe had rous'd an aking Sigh, 

And my torn Soul hung trembling in my Eye, 
In that kind Hour thy fatal Letter came, 
I ſaw, I gaz'd, I ſhiver'd at the Name; - 
The conſcious Lamps at once forgot to ſnine, 
Prophetic Tremors ſhook the hallow'd Shrine; 
Prieſts, Cenſers, Altars from thy Genius fled, 
And Heaven itſelf ſhut on me while I read. 

Dear ſmiling Miſchief ! art thou ſtill the ſame, 
The ſtill pale Victim of too ſoft a Flame? 

Warm, as when firſt with more than mortal Shine 
Each melting Eye- ball mix'd thy Soul with mine ? 
2 N 4 Have 
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Have not thy Tears for ever taught to flow, 

The Glooms of Abſence, and the Pangs of Woe, 

The Pomp of Sacrifice, the whilper'd Tale, 

The dreadful Vow yet hovering o'er thy Veil, 
Drove this bewitching Fondneſs from thy Breaſt ? 
Curd'd the looſe Wiſh, and form'd each Pulſe to reſt ? 
And canſt thou ſtill, ſtill bend the ſuppliant Knee 

To Love's dread Shrine, and weep and ſigh for me? 
Then take me, take me, lock me in thy Arms, | 
Spring to my Lips, and give me all thy Charms : 
No, fly me, fly me, ſpread th' impatient Sail, 

Steal the Lark's Wing, and mount the ſwifteſt Gale; 
Skim the laſt Ocean, freeze beneath the Pole ; 
Renounce me, curſe me, root me from thy Soul ; 
Fly, fly, for Juſtice bares the Arm of God, 

And the graſp'd Vengeance only waits his Nod. 
Are theſe my Wiſhes ? can they thus aſpire ? 
Does Phrenzy form them, or does Grace inſpire ? 

Can Abelard, in Hurricanes of Zeal, 

Betray his Heart, and teach thee not to feel? 
Teach thy enamour'd Spirit to diſown 
Each human Warmth, and chill thee into Stone? 

Ah, rather let my tendereſt Accents move 
The laſt wild Tumults of unholy Love 
On that dear Boſom trembling let me lie, 
Pour out my Soul, and in fierce Raptures die, 

_ Rouze all my Paſſions, act my Joys anew, 
Farewell, ye Cells! ye martyr'd Saints, adieu 
Sleep, Conſcience, ſleep ! each awful Thought be 

drown'd, 
And ſeven-fold Darkneſs veil the Scene around. 
What 


ABE LARD w HELOIS E. 185 


What means this Pauſe, this agonizing Start ? 

This Glimpſe of Heaven quick-ruſhing thro' my 
Heart ? 

Methinks I ſee a radiant Croſs diſplay'd, 

A wounded Saviour bleeds along the Shade; 

Around th' expiring God bright Angels fly, 

Swell the loud Hymn, and open all the Sky : 

O ſave me, ſave me, ere the Thunders roll, 


And Hell's black Caverns ſwallow up my Soul. 


Return, ye Hours! when, guiltleſs of a Stain, 
My ſtrong-plum'd Genius throbb'd in ᷑very Vein, 
When, warm'd with all th' Egyptian Fanes inſpir'd, 
All Athens boaſted, and all Rome ad mir'd, 

My Merit in its full Meridian ſhone, | 

Each Rival nes and each Heart my own. 

Return, ye Scenes! — ah no, from Fancy fly, 

On Time's ſtretch'd Wing, till each Idea die, 

Eternal fly, fince all that Learning gave, 

(Too weak to conquer, and too fond to fave) 

To Love's ſoft Empire every Wiſh betray'd, 

And left my Laurels withering in the Shade. 

Let me forget, that while deceitful Fame 

Graſp'd her ſhrill Trump, and fill'd it with my 
Name, - 

'Thy ſtronger Charms, impower'd by Heav'n to move 

Each Saint, each bleſt Inſenſible to Love, 

At once my Soul from bright Ambition won, 

1 hugg'd the Dart, I wiſh'd to be undone; 

No more pale Science durſt my Thoughts engage, 

Inſipid Dullneſs hung on every Page; 

The midnight Lamp no more enjoy'd its Blaze, 

No more my Spirit flew from Maze to Maze: 


— 


Thy 
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Thy Glances bade Philoſophy reſign 
Her Throne to thee, and every Senſe was thine. 
But what could all the Froſts of Wiſdom do, 
Oppos'd to Beauty, when it melts in you? 
Since theſe dark, cheerleſs, ſolitary Caves, 
Death-breathing Woods, and daily-opening Graves, 
Miſ-ſhapen Rocks, wild Images of Woe, 
For ever howling to the Deeps below ; 
Ungenial Deſarts, where no vernal Shower ; 
Wakes the green Herb, or paints th' unfolding 
_ Flower; 
Th' imbrowning Glooms theſe holy Manſions ſhed, 
The night-born, Horrors brooding o'er my Bed, 
The diſmal Scenes black Melancholy pours 
O'er the ſad Viſions of enanguiſh'd Hours; 
Lean Abſtinence, wan Grief, low-thoughted Care, 
Diſtracting Guilt, and Hell's worſt Fiend, Deſpair, 
Conſpire, in vain, with all the Aids of Art, 
To blot thy dear Idea from my Heart. 
Delufive, ſightleſs God of warm Defire ! 
Why would'ſ thou wiſh to ſet a Wretch on Fire? 
Why lives thy ſoft Divinity where Woe 
Heaves the pale Sigh, and Anguiſh loves to glow ? 
Fly to the Mead, the Daiſy-painted Vale, 
Breathe in its Sweets, and melt along the Gale ; 
Fly where gay Scenes luxurious Youths employ, 
Where every Moment ſteals the Wing of Joy ; 
There may'ſt thou ſee, low proſtrate at thy Throne, 
Devoted Slaves and Victims all thy own: - 
Each Village-Swain the Turf-built Shrine ſhall raiſe, 
And Kings command whole Hecatombs to blaze. 
; O Memory! 
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O Memory! ingenious to revive 

Each fleeting Hour, and teach the paſt to live, 

Witneſs what Conflicts this frail Boſom tore! 

What Griefs I ſuffer'd! and what Pangs I bore ! 

How long I ſtruggled, labour'd, ſtrove to ſave 

An Heart that panted to be ſtill a Slave! 

When Youth, Warmth, Rapture, Spirit, Love, and 
Flame, 

Seiz'd every Senſe, and burnt thro? all my Frame; 

From Youth, Warmth, Rapture, to theſe Wilds I 
fled, 

My Food the Herbage, and the Rock my Bed. 

There, while theſe venerable Cloyſters riſe 

O'er the bleak Surge, and gain upon the Skies, 

My wounded Soul indulg'd the Tear to flow 

O'er all her ſad Viciſſitudes of Woe; | 

Profuſe of Life, and yet afraid to die, 

Guilt in my Heart, and Horror in my Eye, 

With teaſeleſs Prayers, the whole Artillery given 

To win the Mercies of offended Heaven, 

Each Hill, made vocal, eccho'd all around, 

While my torn Breaſt knock'd bleeding on the 
Ground. 

Yet, yet, alas! tho? all my Moments fly 

Stain'd by a Tear, and darken'd in a Sigh ; 

Tho? meagre Faſts have on my Cheek diſplay'd | 

The Duſk of Death, and ſunk me to a Shade, 

Spite of myſelf the ftill-impoiſoning Dart 

Shoots thro* my Blood, and drinks up all my Heart; 

My Vows and Wiſhes wildly diſagree, 

And Grace itſelf miſtakes my God for thee. 

Athwart 
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Athwart the Glooms, that wrap the midnight 
Sky, 
My Heloiſa ſteals upon my Eye; 
For ever riſes in the ſolar Ray, 
A Phantom brighter than the Blaze of Day : 
Where-e'er I go, the viſionary Gueſt 
Pants on my Lip, or ſinks upon my Breaſt ; 
Unfolds her Sweets, and, throbbing to deſtroy, 
Winds round my Heart in Luxury of Joy; 
While loud Hoſannas ſhake the Shrines around, 
I hear her ſofter Accents in the Sound; 
Her Idol-beauties on each Altar glare, 
And Heaven much-injur'd has but half my Prayer : 
No Tears can drive her hence, no Pangs controul, 
For every Object brings her to my Soul. 
Laſt Night, reclining on yon airy Steep, 
My buſy Eyes hung brooding o'er the Deep; 
The breathleſs Whirlwinds ſlept in every Cave, 
And the ſoft Moon-beam danc'd from Wave to 
Wave; | 
Each former Bliſs in this bright Mirror ſeen, 
With all my Glories, dawn'd upon the Scene, 
Recall'd the dear auſpicious Hour anew, 
When my fond Soul to Heloiſa flew ; 
When, with keen ſpeechleſs Ecſtafies oppreſt, 
Thy frantic Lover ſnatch'd thee to his Breaſt, 
Gaz'd on thy Bluſhes arm'd with every Grace, 
And ſaw the Goddeſs beaming in thy Face 
Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent Wiſhes move 
Each Pulſe to Rapture, and each Glance to Love. 
But lo! the Winds deſcend, the Billows roar, 
Foam to the Clouds, and burſt upon the Shore, 
7 Vaſt 
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Vaſt Peals of Thunder o'er the Ocean roll, 
The Flame-wing'd Lightning gleams from Pole to 
Pole. 
At once the pleaſing Images withdrew, 
And more than Horrors crouded on my View; 
Thy Uncle's Form, in all his Ire array'd, 
Serenely dreadful ſtalk'd along the Shade; 
Pierc'd by his Sword, I ſunk upon the Ground, 
The Spectre ghaltly ſmil'd upon the Wound; 
A Group of black Infernals round me hung, 
And toſs'd my Infamy from Tongue to Tongue. 
Deteſted Wretch ! how impotent thy Age ! 
How weak thy Malice! and how kind thy Rage! 
Spite of thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, 
Thy murdering Hand has left me all my Heart; 
Left me each tender, fond Affection, warm, 
A Nerve to tremble, and an Eye to charm. 
No, cruel, cruel, exquiſite in Ill, 
Thou thought'ſt it dull Barbarity to kill; 
My Death had robb'd loſt Vengeance of her Toil, 
And ſcarcely warm'd a Scythian to a Smile: 
Sublimer Furies taught thy Soul to glow 
With all their ſavage Myſteries of Woe ; 
Taught thy unfeeling Poniard to deſtroy 
The Powers of Nature, and the Source of Joy ; 
To ſtretch me on the Racks of vain Deſire, _ 
Each Paſſion throbbing, and each Wiſh on Fire; 
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleſt, 
Fiends in my Veins, and Hell within my Breaſt. 
Aid me, fair Faith! aſſiſt me, Grace Divine! 
| Ye Martyrs ! bleſs me, and ye Saints! refine : 


Ye 
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Ye ſacred Groves ! ye Heaven-devoted Walls! 
Where Folly ſickens, and where Virtue calls; 
Ye Vows ! ye Altars ! from this Boſom tear 
Voluptuous Love, and leave no Anguitſh there: 
Oblivion! be thy blackeſt Plume diſplay'd 
O'er all my Griefs, and hide me in the Shade 
And thou, too fondly idoliz'd! attend, 


While awful Reaſon whiſpers in the Friend ; 
Friend, did I fay ? Immortals! what a Name? 


Can dull, cold Friendſhip, own ſo wild a Flame ? 
No; let thy Lover, whoſe enkindling Eye 

Shot all his Soul between thee and the Sky, 
Whoſe Warmths bewitch'd thee, whoſe unhallow'd 
| Song 3; 

Call'd thy rapt Ear to die upon his Tongue, 

Now ſtrongly rouze, while Heaven his Zeal inſpires, 
_ Diviner Tranſports, and more holy Fires 
Calm all thy Paſſions, all thy Peace reſtore, 

And teach that ſnowy Breaſt to heave no more, 

Torn from the World, within dark Cells immur'd, 
By Angels guarded, and by Vows ſecur'd, 

To all that once awoke thy Fondneſs dead, 
And Hope, pale Sorrow's laſt ſad Refuge, fled ; 
Why wilt thou weep, and ſigh, and melt in vain, 
Brood o'er falſe Joys, and hug th” ideal Chain? 
Say, canſt thou wiſh, that, madly wild to fly 
From yon bright Portal opening in the Sky, 
Thy Abelard ſhould bid his God adieu, 

Pant at thy Feet, and taſte thy Charms anew ? 
Ye Heavens ! if to this tender Boſom woo'd, 
Thy mere Idea harrows up my Blood ; 
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If one faint Glimpſe of Heloiſe can move | | 
The fierceſt, wildeſt Agonies of Love; | 
What ſhall I be, when, dazzling as the Light, | 
Thy whole Effulgence flows upon my Sight ? 
Look on thyſelf, conſider who thou art, 
And learn to be an Abbefs in thy Heart ; 
See, while Devotion's ever-melting Strain 
Pours the loud Organ thro? the trembling Fane, 
Yon pious Maids each earthly Wiſh diſown, 
Kiſs the dread Croſs, and crond upon the Throne : 
O let thy Soul the ſacred Charge attend, 
Their Warmths inſpirit, and their Virtues mend; 
Teach every Breaſt from every Hymn to ſteal 
The Seraph's Meekneſs, and the Seraph's Zeal ; 4 
To riſe to Rapture, to diflolve away 4 
In Dreams of Heaven, and lead thyſelf the Way, j 
Till all the Glories of the bleſt Abode , | 1 
Blaze on the Scene, and every Thought is God! w 
While thus thy exemplary Cares prevail, 13 
And make each Veſtal ſpotleſs as her Veil, i 
Th' eternal Spirit o'er thy Cell ſhall move | 1 
In the ſoft Image of the myſtic Dove; | 
The long-loſt Gleams of heavenly Comfort bring 
Peace in his Smile, and Healing on his Wing ; 
At once remove Affliction from thy Breaft, 
Melt o'er thy Soul, and huſh her Pangs to reſt. 

O that my Soul, from Love's curſt Bondage free, 


Could catch the Tranſports that I urge to thee ! 
O that ſome Angel's more than magic Art 


Would kjgdly tear the Hermit from his Heart! 
Extinguiſſl every guilty Senſe, and leave 
No Pulſe to riot, and no Sigh to heave, 
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Vain fruitleſs Wiſh ! ſtill, ſtill, the vigorous Flame 
Burſts, like an Earthquake, thro' my ſhatter'd 
| Frame ; 

Spite of the Joys that Truth and Virtue prove, 
I feel but thee, and breathe not but to love ; 
Repent in vain, ſcarce-with to be forgiven ; 
Thy Form my Idol, and thy Charms my Heaven. 

Yet, yet, my Fair ! thy nobler Efforts try, 
Lift me from Earth, and give me to the Sky; 
Let my loſt Soul thy brighter Virtues feel, 
Warm'd with thy Hopes, and wing'd with all thy 

Zeal. 

And when, low bending at the hallow'd Shrine, 
Thy contrite Heart ſhall A4belard refign ; 
When pitying Heaven, impatient to forgive, 
Unbars the Gates of Light, and bids thee live ; 
Seize on th* auſpicious Moment ere it flee, 
And aſk the ſame immortal Boon for me. 

Then when theſe black terrific Scenes are o'er, 
And rebel Nature chills the Soul no more ; 


When on thy Cheek th' expiring Roſes fade, 


And thy laſt Luſtres darken in the Shade; 
When, arm'd with quick Varieties of Pain, 

Or creeping dully ſlow from Vein to Vein, 

Pale Death ſhall ſet my kindred Spirit free, 

And theſe dead Orbs forget to doat on thee; 
Some pious Friend, whoſe wild Affections glow 
Like ours, in ſad Similitude of Woe, | 
Shall drop one tender, ſympathizing Tear, 
Prepare the Garland, and adorn the Bier ; 
Our lifeleſs Reliques in one Tomb enſhrine, 


And teach thy genial Duſt to mix with mine. 
Mean 
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Mean while, divinely purg'd from every Stain, 
Our active Souls ſhall climb th' etherial Plain, 

To each bright Cherub's Purity aſpire, 

Catch all his Zeal, and pant with all his Fire; 

There, where no Face the Gloom of Anguiſh 
wears, 

No Uncle murders, and no Paſſion tears, 

Enjoy with Heaven Eternity of Reſt, 

For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 
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AB ELARD To HE LOISE. 
BY AN UNKNOWN HAND. 
\ 


Flamma extina relucet, 


2 OLD as I reſt in this ſecluded Scene, 
Where ev'ry Object is a Calm ſerene, 
Again to thine, reſponſive Sorrows riſe ; 
Tears anſwer Tears! and Sighs re-echo Sighs ! 
Thy penſive Numbers raiſe forbidden Fires, 
And warmly wake the paſt to ſoft Deſires ; 
They bring thy Image, ſtill ador'd, to view: 
I read — and bid Philoſophy adieu ! 
No more, ill-fated Love! invade my Breaſt, 
Nor change, for Diſcord, philoſophic Reſt. 
From Man retir'd, my Eyes I lift to God, 
Avow my Frailties, kiſs th' avenging Rod. 
My Crime was Love! and ſtill thy tender Name 
Revives, and feeds my ill-extinguiſh'd Flame. 
Open my Soul, there Heloi/a dwells, 


Fr rom God! from God! my "—_ Heart ehe 
O 
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See! ſee! ſhe mounts to yon celeſtial Plains! 
Ye Cherubs ! play around your ſofteſt Strains ! 
Around your Queen, ye Loves and Graces, play ! 
Ye guardian Spirits, waft each Sigh away; 
No human Laws e'er dampt our ſoft Deſire ; 
We lov'd! — we felt! — we fed the tender Fi hp ! 
Fancy recalls the Hours of Rapture paſt, : 
Too great! — too happy ! — too ſublime to laſt ! 
How chang'd the Scene ! for in a cloyſter'd Cell 
(Where deep-felt Sighs, and Woes eternal dwell !) 
Immur'd, the tender Heloiſa ſighs, 
The Tear for ever flowing from her Eyes! 
Thoſe Eyes that ſparkled with unuſual Light! 
That lovely Form that ever gave Delight! 
Is now a lonely Victim to Deſpair, : 
Her ſole Companions Wretchedneſs and Care! ; 
No weeping Parents lift their tender Arms; ] 
No mourning Brother ſoothes thy ſoft Alarms ; 
No loving Siſter charms the ſorrowing Hour; 8 
No Friends alleviate, nor no tender PoW- 'r. 


"Tis Abelard; the Wretch ! the Cauſe of all; 1 
From him aroſe my Heloi/a's Fall. 8 
Oh! had Oblivion wrapt my guilty Flame, A 
No Crime had tarniſh'd my unſully'd Name. 

Too late I view the Horror of my Crime, A 
And Torture cloſes on the Heel of Time. 14 
Yet when 1 heard the Savage, ſtern Decree, 4 
"Twas trifling Pain to what I felt for thee, 10 
But Horror! ſee my Heloi/a led, | M 
Drooping, ſupported, pale, and almoſt dead! Pe 
Bleeding I lay — the ſtarts, and gaz d around, W. 


Then fainting, fell opon the tender Ground. No 
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No kind Aſſiſtance find my Shrieks! my Cries ! 

To ev'ry Shriek an anſwering Shriek replies. 

My plaintive Eyes to Heav'n J raiſe in vain, 

My Pray'rs but prove as fruitleſs as my Pain. 

There as I lay, all languid on the Ground, 

An Image that Humanity diſown'd, 

How unconcern'd th' Aſſaſſins ſmil'd around! 

My Blood ſtill flowing on the bluſhing Ground: 

There too, my Heloi/e was lifeleſs laid; 

A Scene to melt Barbarity, diſplay'd. 

So the poor Lamb, when wand'ring far away, 

A Tyger' s unſuſpecting eaſy Prey, 

In vain ſhe bleats her agonizing Cries ! | 

He gripes her faſt, and as he ſmiles, ſhe dies. 

Why did not Heav'n its loudeſt Thunders roll, 

And ſtrike the mean Barbarian to the Soul ? 

Hold, hold, my Heart! — Ah! ! think *twas Hea- 
ven's Decree, | N 

Should Heav'n have chang'd its high Awards * | 
thee ? | 

I charge thee, Heloiſe, diſpel thy Tears, 

Smile on the paſt, and chaſe your tender Fears 

An Hour may come, when I ſhall view thoſs 4 
Charms, | 

And once again may claſp thee in my Arms, 

A Thought, alas! embitters ſtill my Mind: | 

Ah! cruel Deed ! — for wilt thou then be kind ? 

I can no more with Love's warm Tranſports haſte, 

Melt in your Arms, and claſp thy yielding Waiſt: . 

Perhaps ſome Youth, whom Nature deigns to . 

With lively Wit, and Elegance of Face, 


O 2 . May 
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May chaſe ſad Abelard's neglected Frame, 

Doom'd ! — doom'd to wander in eternal Shame ! 
Forgive the Ravings of a Mind diſtreſt ! 

Forgive the Tranſport of a feeling Breaſt ! 

I need not aſk it, tis already giv'n; 

She ſmiles my Pardon, and her dmile 5 is Heav'n ! 

When Fancy roves on Joys that now are fled, 

And raptur'd Bliſs that is for ever dead, 

Think of it — as a viſionary Dream, 

Where Things deceiving, are not what they Gm, 
Farewel, my Heloiſe ! thy Load ſuſtain ! 

Pray to thy God, nor Abelard diſdain ! 

Tho? baniſh'd, think he loves thee more and more ; 

Keep his Idea— yet thy God adore ! 

Then may ſome Bard, in Pity to our Woe, 

Feel in his Breaſt a ſoft Compaſſion glow, 

May thus inſcribe our ſolitary Tomb; — 

e In this cold Marble, ſnatch'd by C's Doom, 

* Here ABELARD and HELOISA ref : 

* They die united — tho they liv'd diftreſt 1 * 
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75 Potr's Surgery, Plates, 3 Vols. 11 1s 
76 Chambaud's French Exerciſes, 28 


77 Radiments of the French Tongue, = =» 


1s 6d 

78 Macbride's Medical and Philoſophical Kay, 
Plates 55 
Muller on F ertication, with Plates, 786d 
80 Palermo's Italian Grammar, 6s 
Ke. Hill's Dramatic Works, 2 Vols. 128 5 5 

2 —— , large Paper, 2 . 0 

ä " * Anſon's 


- 


3 Anſon's Voyage, by Walter, with Maps, 75 
84 Kalm's Travels into North America, 2 Vols. | 


< Cuts, 77 | a 
85 Langley's Builder's Jewel, 46 64 * 
„86 Young Clerk's Aſſiſtant, on 60 Copper Plates, 
e | ; 
87 Schrevelius's Lexicon, Greek and Latin, 78 
88 Talbot's Land Meaſuring, 6s 


| Ws 4 V.S ©. -. 
89 Theobald's Shakſpeare, 8 Vols. Cuts, 11 8s 
go Fortunate Country Maid, 2 Vols. 6s 
91 The Prater, by Nicholas Babble, Eſq; 3s | 
92 Antigallican, or Adventures of H.Cobham, Eſq; 


. | 
93 Sir John Vanbrugh's Plays, 2 Vols, 6s ' 
94 Milton's Paradiſe Loft, Cuts, 36 6d _ 

5 Farquhar's Works, 2 Vols. 6s 
96 Ogilby's Roads, with a Map 15 6d 
97 Selectæ è Profanis, 28 6d 45 
8 Clarke's Introduction to making. Latin, 28 
Steele's Dramatic Works, with his Life and Head, 
28 6d 

100 Kimber's Peerage of England, Scotland, and 

Ireland, with Arms, &c, 3s 6d each 
101 Dr. Croxall's Aſop, 3s 

10 Lillo's Plays, 2 Vols. 7s 

103 Bankes's Oliver Cromwell, 3s 

104 Fine Lady, 2 Vols. 6s 

10 Scarron's Works, 2 Vols. 6s 

106 Cotton's Poetical Works, Cuts, 3s 6d . 

107 Theatrical Bouquet, conſiſting of Prologues and 

Epilogues, 3s 6d . 

108 Ovid's Art of Love, 3s. 

109 Conſtantia Philips's Apology, 3 Vols. gs 

110 Howard's Dramatic Works, 3s 
111 Fielding's Tom Jones, 4 Vols, 12s a 
1 112 Henrietta, 


* 


112 Henrietta, by Mrs. Lenox, 2 Vols, 6s 
113 The Locket, a Novel, 2 Vols. 6s: 

114 Philip#s (John) Poems, with Cuts 256d, 
115 Philips's (Ambroſe) Paſtorals, 2s 

116 Thompſon's Works, 4 Vols 128 


117 — Seaſons, on Medium Paper, 2s 6d 
118 ——— —— Ditto, on Demy, 28 a 
119 — — Ditto, on fine Paper, and new Plates 


E | 

120 Lonifa Mildmay, by Mr. Kelly; 2 Vols. 6s 

121 Barrow's Naval Hiſtory, Plates, 4 Vols. 14s 

122 Johnſon's Compleat Letter Writer, 28 

123 The Unfaſhionable Wife, 2 Vols. 6s 

124 Browne's Roman Hiſtory for Schools, Cuts, 23 

125 Martin's Gazetteer, with ſeven Maps, 3s 6d 

126 Woman of Honour, 3 Vols, gs * 

127 Thickneſſe's Uſeful Hints in a Tour to France, 38 

128 Wycherley's Dramatic Works, 3s 6d 8 

127 Lowndes's New Engliſh Theatre, 12 Vols. 11 16s 
bound, GATES of the beſt Plays Which 
ſupport the Englith Stage, with 72 ornamental 
Engravings, many of them done at twenty 


, of Three Thouſand and Seventy Pounds. . 
; Printed as written by the Authors, on a fine 
Paper; the Paſſages omitted at the Theatre 
marked with inverted Commas, and thoſe 

added by the Managers pointed out by Italics. 
The Plates to each Play are elegant, and ſhew _ 
3 not only the Actors drawn from Life, but the 
| Scenes to each Play ; and Vignettes to each. 
Volume drawn by Madam Angelica Kauffman, 
_ Meſirs. Weſt, Mortimer, Edwards, and Dodd; 
with the Engravings by Bartolozzi, Hall, Sher- 
win, Taylor, Byrne, Walker, Collier, and 
others, the moſt eminent Maſters. Any of the 
Plays may be had fingle for 6d.—Proof Im- 
preſſions, on French Paper, may be had witk 
the large Paper Sets 5 
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128 Edall 
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Guineas a Plate, and the whole at the Expence ' | 
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128 Edall Village, or Fortunate Lottery Ticket, 2 
Vols. 668 * 


129 Adventures of Frank Clive, 2 Vols, 6s 
130 Hatton's Comes Commercii, 2s 


131 The Noveliſt, with Cuts, 2 Vols. 6s 


132 Pomfret's Poems, 1s 6d 


133 The Wanderer, 2 Vols. 6s 

134 The Fair per, 2 Vols. 6s 

135 Cleland's Surpriſes of Love, 3s 

136 Roderick Random, 2 Vols. 6s 

137 Gordon's Young Man's Companion, 2s 6d 
138 Mather's Young Man's Companion, 2s 6d 
139 Hiſtory of Sir Charles Beaufort, 2 Vols. 6s 


140 Evclina, or a Young Lady's Entrance into the 


World, 3 Vols. with elegant Frontiſpieces, gs 
141 Adventures of Captain Robert Boyle, 3s | 


2342: Mrs. Haywood's Love in its Variety, 3s 


143 Almoran and Hamet, by Dr. Hawkeſworth, 2 
| Vols 5s : | 
144 Faiconer on the Water uſed in Diet at Bath, 3s 
145 © mma, or the Child of Sorrow, 2 Vols. 6s 
146 Marianne Middleton, 2 Vols. 6s 

147 Matrimony, by Dr. Shebbeare, 2 Vols. 6s 

148 Fielding's Joſeph Andrews, Cuts, 2 Vols. 6s 
149 Hudibras, with Hogarth's Cuts,' 3s 6d 


150 Practice of London Hoſpitals, 3s 


151 The Trinket, a Novel, 3s 
152 Modern Fine Gentleman, 2 Vols. 68 
153 Hiſtory of Jack Connor, 2 Vols, 6s 


2154 Life and Adventures of Mr. Cleveland, 4Vols, iS 
155 Roxana, or the Fortunate Miſtreſs, 38 


156 The 3 a Novel, 2 Vols. 6s 
157 Small Talker, a Novel, 3s 


158 Paths of Virtue delineated, 28 6d 
159 Telemachus, French and Engliſh, 2 Vols. 6s 


